Il commence dans ses etudes, certifant un undeniable courage. It didn't take long for him to underestimate the obstacles that lay ahead, but he allowed his courage to carry him into fresh inertias that scouldn't be stopped any town over with the seatbelt in place. Son fille est mariee son niece, et les piscines apparait or a leur sensir. Penchant son mains dans les poche, il extractait certaine formes, diving into the work as though he had no other say in the matter. It was a notable forme with distinct taille, and it turned out to be the toile voile that had everyone on their genoux. Les coeurs frappent in temps with their masters, overturning years of work that arranged the environnement in such a way as to dig through the cases at a blistering rate. Aucun verities evident, they plonged into the toilette to engage their goutte with full anonymity. It was a veritable essence, something les voitures couldn't land their hands upon despite their desespoire efforts.

After taking a final stock of the water, he eased out and with the cloth precariously dropped in a curvy heap upon the ground, retrieved it to wipe his body down, a full nude against the horizon like a sticky-tab full of wonders. The sun transported to him a manic happiness, dividing his attentions between the ground and his eventual destination, le pays autour le coin. There was no truth that lent any validity to what he was thinking, but there remained clouds of certainty nearby that from time to time envahi his wits. Another pile of clothing lay just nearby and he discovered its owner with a stray gaze, a flash-bolt that led him around bewildered like a pet in heat, a blossoming gay love that arrested his penis for moments ascribed to some kind of bodily undertaking. It was like the time in the garden when he jerked off so many times, an environnement that left his testicles flowing as though on stage rapping, and the gold continued selecting its favorite participants in the game of life. He sauntered over, deciding whether to talk to him or not, Attila to Gehghis Khan. There was a wide enough distance both to hide himself derobed and shade his confused wits, without wanting Genghis to see what he had done within his mind, construct a system that led to an open prairie. As the sun watched the meandering, he shrugged a desultory puzzle off, leaving the earth for a time being etre, a certainty that he would survive the night and end up kissing ass on the morrow. Ebanouir like a couple of fresh daisies, he flashed a look back while combing the water with his hand. Of course, Attila didn't see this or it might've given him a rush, but when the two were together, they ended up exchanging the dailies.

"This lake has remained a mighty recluse for many years, and there's hardly ever a man around to ascribe symbolic energy to it. There's no doubt that even now we'll end up on the border of kind soul-seeking, despite the weight of all the sentries nearby. They sighed with the times, envelloping themselves in autumn bliss that sang descending the bas of the leaf, an uda that united the earth with the sky and invited smaller shrubs to share in the afternoon bliss. With but a mere gesture the gardener overheard these next thoughts:

"The unstoppable progress leaves such a blight on the earth as to tache the good news, and it's nothing that Mother Nature can do about it. Locomotives bring the trees down and they're blowing up mountains all over the place to construct slick tunnels. The light of the earth remains happy, though."

"There's no way to say how the wind will woo the sun, and it's a courtship that will stretch itself over the hills like so much Saran Wrap. The gay love maintains the mist of the mountains, hiding in the valley to overtake the strands of consciousness. No waves breach the hull of Canadian secrets, and it's a fledgling lark that sets the sun on new explorations with every morning song.

The certain aspects of the divine laid themselves out before him like a symbol. He didnd't know how to digest them in proper time before moving on to new things. It was this crisis that occupied his mind for the moments to come and the moments before. He had no clue which way to go and had an aspect of certainty about the whole thing that stormed and invaded his mind. It was a colossally big enterprise, one reserved for other times. It was this selection that divided his attention between one thing and the other, and he couldn't make the coalescence into something that stored up all his affections. No truths pierced this think woodland visage, for he was diving into the unknown, and it afforded him some protection. It wasn't long before certain attitudes sent him messages that could be contrived as working backwards in secret. No other times laid their message before him like these, and he would be a decades-way' away before deciding what to do next. 

"The divine sends us messages that eke out of their confines, a stark way to ddescretify the most buoyant of thoughts. This exercise lends a certain credence to their minds, working in reverse evem as it lays out its intentions bare upon the vast carpet of the wilderness. It then bunched itself up into a ball for the viewing pleasure of certain flaneurs working at their life's work. No truths penetrated this visage, for it was laying itself out in such magnificence that it was impossible to tell if there were other factors at play. They divided their attentions magically before calmly hauling the lamp into their playing field. This trick of light granted to them a measure of affection, re-adjusting their postures as if by an invisible hand.

No tricks were evident at this stage of the game, and it was decades before the right decision was made. It took them ages to concoct the latest entry in the long line of candidates. This would be merely a sparkle on the radar, nothing to pay much mind to, but it was for the best that they use it as a stepping stone to be slotted into its proper place in the sequence. The candidates for the position were all exchanging vows in one way or another and it took them some time to digest it all, before establishing it, a roll of turf that symbolized the paysanage as much as it did the champ. There were few other options that made themselves stand out in bold, but it was a collection of mysteries nevertheless, a proper whirlwind that brought the weathers to bear on the climate. A lone soldier had a role to play in this madness, and he observed with casual interest but didn't know exactly what to do. His bewilderment was met by scorn by the gods, but he ploughed forward nevertheless.

"Come out to play again, Sam?" they scoffed derisively, laying out a certain regimen for him to follow even as they nipped at his heels. There was no other way to solidify their place in the hierarchy and it would take them ages to pave over what they had already laid. It was in other words a laymen's operation with few obstacles standing in the path. The truth of the matter was that they couldn't figure out who else was involved and they had to rely upon some kind of abstract system to see them through. This would be the turf that clod up on their shoes, a matter best involving certain aspects of the divine.

The streets swept him away as he stumbled along, bearing a bag full od treasures to symbolize the loss that he felt occur just moments ago. A quick flashback to the past and he was well on his way to establishing the golden dimension, a truth that assembled his reality out of its constituent parts before depsiting him back down, in a different mood. It was the ultimate symbol that shifted his mood around and he fell for its tricks at every possible moment just to show what was up. It lingered in the sky for a moment before settling down over the city=scape, reversing all the colors on the wheel before the splash of water in paint was relegated to the other side of their purview. The cheminee continued doing its job and the trees outside the town swayed with a magic unbeknownst to any would-be traveler who came this way. The cobbles were silghtly cracked here, and as he curved leftward, he passed a group of three people who passed under a street sign, one symbolizing the tavern and it had a little, to boot, photo of a beer overflowing its capacity. The stepped inside and rubbed the mud from their boots which had been the garden's work that they did so much earlier in the day, something that felt good on a rainy day and they couldn't differentiate the tavern from their house and just soaked up all the merriment that they could until they were like the beer, brimming with excitement. The lights flickered on and off and they remained in a good mood for several hours, getting all the beer that they needed to sustain them through the night. A bald, oval man sat in the corner with a look of sorrow on his face, and he, as it were, frequented this bar and always left hefty tips. Nevertheless the bartenders didn't like him very much for he was a constant drain on the environment, causing some customers to hitch it out and find another place to engage their addictions. His name was Frank and he went through the motions of smiling when he was spotted but Odysseus and his gang wanted to socialize so they broached a discussion with him.

"How's it going over there?"
"Same old night, different troubles, but the cup shimmers yet."
"I hear there are a couple of good microbrews in town that serve the locals like us even though we prefer wine."
"There's a little bit of the local flavor in the sushi over there, and it's hard to ignore such tasty options as this neighborhood provides. It's like something out of a fairy tale, a long-haired man to accompany the mood to boot."
"So do you come by here often?"
"I live right down the road so it's a convenient spot for me; I wouldn't be one of the cooler regulars if I didn't make it by every night."
"We're new to town so it seems that you provide a good contrast."
"Always happy to be that and the town will surely reward you for your even subtle contributions."

He smiled and stood up, ready to order another beer.

They retreated to their hovel in the corner, watching the TV with open minds and stared their way into the distance while getting high. The atmosphere seemed to soak into their skin, and with each pump of the bass they settled in, noting when the door would welcome the visit of those who came to join the grand ol' party. Soccer balls flashed by, and they made note of the camera work, each providing a crisp view of people hundreds of miles away, and the score was even at zero, a sure sign of a fresh game. A couple entered, both with long hair and the dude was sporting a full beard. They both had gleaming smiles affixed to their faces and the door clopped shut behind them. This occured right when the song was shifting and I noted the song instead of something else, like a furious internal dialogue. I never stopped speaking inside my own mind, but it eased the loneliness a little. The couple sauntered over to the counter, and in the moments that they had to order drinks, I got slightly nervous about talking to them, but felt compelled to do so, out of a sake of change. Always wanting to change who I was, always looking toward the next moment instead of this one. Except when I smoked, which I did in prodigious quantities. I waited until they had their beers, strategically, which took only the time of a couple minutes, like clockwork. It was about as clockwork as I was, finishing my beer at the time with a couple of rushed sips to complete my mental framework and then I was up in a flash, ready to go speak with them. The stairs clpped as I went down, all four, noting each step in a left-right arranagement and then sat down right beside the man.

"How's it goin'?," I said.
"Good, and you?," the typically curt reply.
"Good. Do you come by here much?"
"Only on the weekend. How about you?"
"Every few days. So have you been following soccer at all?"
"Not really. More of a football fan myself. It may be barbaric but it's a breeze to watch."
"I'm really into soccer. And it's hard to find a bar that plays it as much as this one. Plus they have some incredible IPAs on tap, which as I was saying to someone earlier, are both local."
"I'll probably try one of those," his wife chimed in from across the gander.
"Yea, I'd really recommend Gotitude Harken, which is brewed on the west side of town."
"That's what I'll be looking forward to then. Thanks for the recommendation."
"Anytime. So the city seems to be a little different, just noticing other types of people."
He returned to being the boss: "It's fun to people-watch, isn't it?"
"Yes it is. Well, sorry for the curtness but I must be going."
"Alright, see you," they both hailed.

The town's smoke eddied out in rich suffusion as I clambered along, almost like a crab in my shiftiness and there wasn't a damn thing anyone was going to do about it. The day rose to half mast before engaging in my tastes, something that was a rare occurence but kept me feeling good. There was an aroma to the chimney-smoke that kept me investigating the deeper corners of my mind, and it shot me off in a pretty cool direction. It was almost as if it were chasing me, coming out of hibernation in the house to connect me with whatever individual was in control of it. I tried repeating a mantra so see if that would help me organize my thoughts, but all it did was call to mind grass, which I always chanced my times to view at different parts of the city. There was nothing like a vacant lot to help me lift my spirits, something about that word sticking in my mind to provide a vast seascape that I could run and jump into. Another happy door unloaded its contents onto the road, as if, I said, the characters were allwoing the road a bit of a lead, a solemn occurence couched in humourous tones, and I didn't mind how they made me feel at all, something that I found rather pleasant to taste, but quickly unintentionally gone in the biggest way possible. Big, because this treet was jam-packed with people, something that for a middling city was a rare opportunity. It didn't take me long to sum up my experience as what was direxctly in front of me, and it bolstered my spirits to know that such a smallish town could enable such full-fledged crowds. I didn't know where I was headed, basically just to go to another bar and check out the atmosphere, but there were decades' worth of interesting places that truly defined the city, and I  didn't want to dilly-dally once I got there, just hit the alcohol hard. The city, at eleven'o'clock, was busy pushing the sun down, and I was surprised that bars would open so early, but it was basically just a feature of this country, and my addiction carried me onward, a signpost that never failed to illuminate and guide, a herm that relegated the sun to a casual metaphor rather than a fully-fledged perceptual device. The shadows mingled on the cobbles, and I felt my mind meld with the infinite curves of the street, taxis passing me as I recalled their fun times, when I spent all the money to go to the bar rather than save it up properly. The fires that the sun lit in my mind held serpentic meaning, a travelogue that bequeathed a righteous aura to the almost effortless motion, a complet body that divided my attentions so much so that I couldn't believe it was truly my city. The wind whipped me pretty hard, sending my cloak coursing and flapping, and it was such a magnificent melange of sights that I couldn't help but wallow in ecstasy at that moment. Plenty of tricks came my way, but I largely ignored them, bhoping for something better. After all, what good would a trick do if not residing in my hands for the entire weekend; just like a sailor; my grandmother would be displeased. There was a break in the wind which enabled me to drag my cloak tighter, and as I did so the passersby drew near, something of a lens tracking them through my vision as I continued onward. They were dressed in purple, all three of them, and I attributed this to a mouth-full of marijuana smoke, something that I left behind many years ago, but still surprised me with pleasant memories and happy barnyard kettledrum. 

Indubitably they resided on their fine pillows, hoping for the best. It wasn't long before someone interrupted their plans, making for a crisis. There was some noise about an no one could determine who was making it, so it turned into the blame-game. There was a fine selection of sounds that stood apart from the noise, making a cosmic banquet that would exceed any initial dreams on the issue's forefront. This occurence in town led to a sultry, bawdy gathering, a truthful and open experience best attributed to clear minds. As the sound continued, there was a trick or two up their sleeves that allowed in the light, utilizing it for their best purposes. The continual road left them leagues behind their friends but it would end up with them equal anyway. The road continued onward, offering them new possibilities and fresh chances but there would be no prizes that supported the most inflated of heads.

Le ciel se tomber dans le pluie, invitant un peu de speculation concernat les informations. A tried-and-true revitalization took place in the proper endroit, calling all to take part in a growing revival centered around le lac. La verite was but a moment away and with hard effort they were able to overcome the necessary obstacles to engage in proper sunbathing. It was a huge beach, with elements of relaxation and suddenness, the waves sneaking up on you like there was no tomorrow. It didn't take long before they were head over heels with the water, splashing around and having a glorious time in the midst of the thicket. It was surely stylized in movie form, an eiga that left its mark upon society, leaving a ring of roses around the champ that left you agape, as if there were infinite logics to decipher come the next matin. There were few other options to undertake, and they were remaining on the proper playing field until the nearby earthquake justified their longing for other lieux. It was said that he only knew the most basic understanding of every word, a slowdive that arranged the visual champ like a question  out of the blue yonder. It took no effort to switch over to this mode, noting the stray sparks along the way and inviting them to try out various indulgences that gathered up their wits only to parlay them into fresh perspectives.

They exited the water, hoping for new things on the way to the donor clinic. It would be quite a while before they mentally prepared themselves to be stuck, draining their energy even as it invigorated their minds. No other activities were on their radar for the day, but they maintained even keel just to the extent that they had nothing else to do. It was truly this way, sending a fresh note out of le bruit, a soudain excitement that reached out of the fresh globes to encounter some rencontres somwhere along the raconter. No venom was laid in these tracks, with coming suggestions that they ease up on the spectacles of the Chronosian indulgence. Little other spit left truths in their wake. In this way, they were unique, but were able to blend in. It was a coalescence of truths, all of them vibrating and causing a secousse of the carriage, a pot-hole that would resound in their skulls for years after the experience, a sodden upswing that left them begging for answers on the other side of what was good. Les arbres se gardent leur prey, a sectionne of societe that laisses certaine aspects of realite in nouveau etang. The ripples strayed everywhere, inviting speculation as to the nature of their d'ailleurs, a temoinage that stunned even those most vested in the past, a truncated effervescence that left owners of La Croix begging in misery for some more advanced water, a trick of l'etang that provided soulager to the salve.

Aucun identites se surrround avait les trix, na sure and clair way to gissop into the latest broad-side barn that enjoyed a few shots somewhere along the path, a shooting at the barn that left them all drinking all the more fully, and it was timed from somewhere on the earth that they couldn't track, a solid effort that left them gasping for air on the other end, a solemnity that absorbed all the energy from the sun that it could, leaving some to speculate that there were no other processions that would appear so good to them, and how could they beat that? Open prairies reigned over their souls, dangling what constructed itself as beauty like a donkey at carrot, a trap that was laid before the dawn of men, and they fast-forwarded through the four ages of anthropu, a selection of cases that desultorily decided the stepping-stone to utter victory, tasting like the honey and nectar bled their way out of the harvesting hands as much as they could approximate the dealing of the gods to the games of yesteryear.

It linked these couple of locations, the big blanket that ripped a hole in the knitting needles, a true investment that left them wondering, mouths open, as to the origins of their warm and seamy cosmos. The entities at large all felt that it was something to note with the proper pen, but there was no means of accessing it from another location. The locations were scattered all over the cosmos, inviting fresh blood to undertake a peace offering from other attitudes facing forward. No ideas came, and they were stumped into worming their way into grottoes filled with dung, hiding giant bats who would deliver the most sealing of bites, something out of Dracula gone mad. The gist of the tale reminds us that there would be no meddling with the errant forces of darkness and there was no other ideology that could match them at such a finite position in the cosmos. In truth, there were few other options to undertake. It was not with a kind hand that they rescucitated the divine forces within them, inviting fresh layers of scorn to be heaped up on top of them as if it didn't really matter in the first place. The truths were coming to them slowly, making themselves out to be a couple of bandits when in fact they were just suckling at the teat with a certain effort made to re-arrange the functional parts of the machine. A trial-and-error Constitution led them astray, but it was far from the visual field and so it didn't have much staying power. The truth remained ever so much in service to other ideas, and it fell flat on its face when the proper authorities came snooping around. No other ideologies bent their backs to such ideas, and it was with a modicum of truth that they left their bagage at the doorstep. These truths remained solidly in another arena, inviting the city's participants to engage in suckling to a major extent. There remained no heat in this situation at all, a geranium laid out before an aubepine tree and leaving certain traces to be winded up in trace like so many outside forces working down on them from the landscape upward. The tools that they had would be thrown into a fresh capacity, something that didn't rot like the ideas that constituted it, and there was no way that they got through, for they were in so many pieces, floundering around like a bunch of blind fools.  It just so happened that there was something involving group ethics splayed just nearby like so many peace symbols, and it was through this lens that the Vietnamese were. The jungle continues to burn down, finding hovels for all like so many Hobbit-holes, driven deep into the earth to chain and train whatever tinder could grow out of the cracks.

L'eau-hon remains propped up in front of his face as he prepares to analyze what lay before him. No other ideas left the skateboard video on his radar, but he was able to marcher his way to what lay beyond. It was a tricky situation that left him in the dumps but he would recover soon thereafter. In the aftermath of the earthquake there was liberal space for everyone to navigate and he would have to roll time up in a proper segment to disburse its contents like a Challenger-esque planet vomit. No quick ideas rushed up from his toes, but ultimately he didn't mind, preferring instead to "keep on truckin'" and it ultimately worked out. He left his bag on the doorstep hoping that when Elizabeth came home she would notice and drag herself to scoop it up with a slight tilt applied to her personality and the matter. As it were, tune-yards was playing on the stereo, and it folded itself up before the box could be opened and pretend to do the same thing. The path was stained by some lake-water and it left some to wonder when Athens would ouvre its piraeus. No more agoras left images upon their mind, gold coins flashing before their eyes like so many fireworks. There was a presence to it all that left many a wanderer scratching his beard hairs, enjoying a fine stroke on the velvet cat as though practicing for the animal ball. Smack-smack and they were off on their vacation and they would take it together, or at least Elizabeth's cat. Through all this madness there was a note of contrivance, a sad sitch in which the local police were noting the arrangements at the scene of the crime, and Elizabeth tugged at her mind to summon the memories of flashing lights and blaring sirens. They decided to light a fire and it took one of those self-lighting logs, a real revelry that left some basking in the warm light of the house, something the chimney smoke tended to pick up at a rapid pace to keep up with the meubles therein. The house had a couple of crashed dishes, and if they didn't want to do them, it would be a night out on the town. They lifted the sheets to make sure that they were clean, for it would be a night of fucking and they couldn't bear to bring themselves into the light on that issue so they fortified their keep in an effort to retain all the goodnesses that would be brought with a novel spark between them. It was like so much energy dangled between the poles, but they wouldn't be calling anyone that night and it would be a lonely bit of fucking that would paste them to the walls of all those searching, bounty-hunter police. The walls seemed to bend under their own weight, creaking like they were going to fail these foreboards and they left a certain desire hanging in the air as though to pick them up again later on in the night.

There was a lone travler on this road tonight, and he intended to kill Elizabeth. It was a solely good night for all to partake of, but there would be many intracacies that led to the ultimate demise of some of the residents, something splashed on the walls of so many tape cordons that no one knew how to look up the number of the city's finest. He loaded his gun and ducked into the alleyway to have a cigarette. It didn't take him long to visually analyze his surroundings, and he did so with eyes burning with lust. It wasn't anything the city could understand, instead a move that would have the earthworms shitting out their version of the police-dead corpses. 

The tricks of the trade were on for them, and they scooped them all up like so many crayfish at the local Haberdasher's. It was about a $60-dollar meal for the both of them in total, and they laughed their way through talk of their friends' marriages, times spent splayed out on the beach and enjoying the sun's gifts, or smiling like some sirens flashed at the other beach-goers.

"Remember when Bob Smith got everyone all those presents for Christmas and it was all stuff that he liked personally? Not that he was going to use it himself but there were those hints of Christmas Fury that left him all tangled up, and he bought the gifts at the last minute, somewhere at the Hershey store, with all that illegal cuban sugar that brought people to their knees in awe of what the world could snap up at your dootstep in a jiffy. It was decades ago that Bob brought these things into being in people's lives, and it's true that he had a skateboard in there somewhere too...

"It's like when they brought all the alcohol to bear on their mini-society when they decided to do the soiree at Barbara's house, filled up with all of her newspapers from every day, organized on some sagging shelf that called out its own name to a lonely observer of objets. All the money in the world couldn't have stopped her, and she liked to wield it too, like some instance of greed from a father's most valuable text. It was a clear act of generosity when she finally decided to have that garage sale in which she unloaded half of her non-memories out of a slice of the past, something that constructed itself like a robot bending over backwards."

"The town really is brimming with memories that eke out any sign of imminent danger, a symbol that cracks the egg in so many different places as to unman the monomyth and its female roots in the root canals of our impious soul. Such a modern profession, dentistry, and it's hard to imagine all those fish-sucking natives were able to get the sugar off their teeth without some sort of pain-causing emanation of the void screaming in their mind. It's like so many criminals getting around to discuss the role of police in a society advanced well-beyond the borders of dentistry yet cirucmscribed by it as well. It's like the Brits...

He walked with the weapon bearing weight on his hip, hoping for a sign of some DPA so as to enjoy a malicious smile and the night wasn't without reward: it was a couple of lip-suckers forfeiting bad times almost sprwqaled out on the concrete and it reminded Caesar of the French culture that he was so fond of. The smoke drifted out on many chimneys and it drifted across the town like so many raindrops unceratin of their balance in the cycles of the earth. The streeps clopped between his shoes and the earth's distant core, something that conjured up distances to the sun, something a neophyte of Copernicus could latch onto for some scientific comfort. His shoes were of the New Balance variety, just like the skateboarder nearby:

He brought on his headphones, waiting for the familiar sound that would fold itself down into a plane of oneness that etinceled like so much Christmas sugar that he couldn't keep all the stencils straight, something like a cookie-cutter mind that egged its way into the forefront, an artstic step that balanced the thigh and the calf, something halfway between rage and submission. His own pace brought to mind the company of others, especially that wayward company felt in the presence of bitches, something he had a lot of in high school. It was like a token friendship but serving greater interests, the function of their sex rather than the time spent in the sack. It wasn't too long before the guy sucking on sweets down the rue was able to land a peck on his wife's cheek, but they would be slain by cops later for their race. It was largely a racially assimilated city, but with vocal diversity, everyone clamoring for acceptanxce and any words related to that, and it was a section or a quarter away from pure happiness, at least in the minds of the depressed residents.

They ambled through town and got blasted that night, aiming for a register in their "Notes of Happiness" calendar, and it was an incident that would have Malcolm X be smilling and all of his followers bleeding out into the night like so many ribbon's off the death of a child's doll. There were numerous instances of getting revenge this night, and the "Talk of the Town" would remember their minutiae, these executed citizens, througth a lens corpus. It was not without a touch of sadness that the silencer went off, leaving them floating in the lake as if begging for deliverance. It sighed their way, something that unleashed the aggressive demeanors of the animals, and it was a perfectly still night for them after the hunt, an impulse that felt good the whole way, begging for release. Caesar's OCD worked in a similar fashion, and he hoped to obtain the fish statue, his latest obsession. It was still rocking back and forth on the sidewalk when he found it, but its own logicless emanations were despoiling the all the cracks in the sidewalk, hoping for a resolution for all the worms writhing in the cracks, something the city-goers attributed to an ancient spell. The skateboarders were able to jump over this, leaving cerulean vistas on the other side like hilltop views i Greece, something that would summon Everest to bear, even. They, having merely been in the statue's vicinity, left with pulsing hearts that had picked up, something that became synthesized with their thrill, and it was like getting high again for the first time. It was into an abyss that they eventually sealed, bringing their pulses back down as the heroin went up, and it was a deep hole indeed, something they wished away but their love for the city relinquished, bringing up memories that were dashed on cliffs much like the wave's shape changes in action. He managed to get the statue and there was a period of time when he stared into the distance, thinking about the skateboarders, and the worms in the yards would be attributed to the personalities of the occupants, something of a poor metaphor in the light of so much soleil. The forest at the edge of the town remained encased in so many memories, and as the night danced between the telephone poles, the music blared in so many ears, and they, the residents came to work in harmonious alignment. The bliss that they were feeling invited itself in, trailing behind al the remarks like an ending gone astray. He picked up the pace and carried onward, the fish statue secured just above his gun, and he would be turning it in for evidence. The night continued to sulk, inviting fresh blending, a milieu on air, A Warm Wooden Hollow. The travelers continued begging comparisons to the samurai, a group far away. They bent the backs of trees to join the warm spaces in their lightning-filled interactions. A solemn note rang out across the town like a gong for all. Its song would be light finger-licking times, a festival that would be the music of the gods, a notch in the belt of the city.

Les hommes appeared before their very eyes, enjoying a nice tribute before the gods. They were sacrificing an ox on this fine day, making for a jolly view of heaven. It was a cerifiably dangerous task, for there were enemies around them closing in with spears. It took place right outside the city of Sparta, where there were still mutterings about the earthquake. Th veil was split and they were enjoying a skanted view of the clouds, which murmured dolorously as they drifted along into the red infinity. Yes, it's true that the sun was going down, leaving its companions outto dry, and there were silences that could be solidified in the eyes under the infinite expanse of the sky.

The road cut to the right and there was a solipsistic flaneur viewing the city in all of its grandeur. A stucco house jutted out into the road, inviting scanning eyes to take part of the spectacle. There was a little bit of smoke emanating from the chimney, and it wormed its way into the air only to let go entirely. The release left the inhabitants a little doozled, for they were puffing on an opium pipe in tandem with the smoke. The wind was whipping through on this winter day, and everyone had their scarves on. Some who passed by the flaneur noticed the color of his clothing. It was a yellow shirt with blue pants, and he had a pair of binoculars to complement the milieu. Certain oeuvres let this slide by. There was a certain selection of good devices that led to the undercutting of prices but this was largely ignored by the right subjects. It was a film on this wall that led to the succouring of various succulents, and the nature of the beast was such that there was no way to rectify the sadness of the viewer. It was a pretty dark flick, reflecting ancient times and divining the proper route through the cosmos. The skateboard video was on in the drug dealer's house a couple of jaunts away, a total of one and a half kilometers. The ground was littered with trash, and it took a couple of brave convicts to settle up the area, making it easier on the eyes of the passersby. The forest outside the town moaned with its assault by the wind, a brave lot that ensured the safe stay of many a different animal. At this time, Alex was watching the birds float on and off the buildings, forming a little shape, whatever it may have been. They floated from one stucco building to those made of vinyl, and there was a pebbled driveway that took all the blows from the sun out on itself in the stead of the surrounding buildings. The streets wound their way through this disorganized symbol, and it all added up to a labyrinth, albeit one that housed the tastes of many a resident from all over the place to now. Elizabeth and Odysseus held hands as they made their afternoon jaunt into a desire to have a picnic. There were many fine parks in this area, and they all held tenirs to the success of the color of the flowers that jutted their jonquils into the common space, an imposition considered by some to be a sacrilege performed by nature on the sanctity of the concrete jungle. There were many fine patches that all paraded their glory in groups, defining themselves as something other than what they really were. No one knew what secrets were held in the depth of the soil, but across the world, through the earth, there were other flowers speculating on their condition in the world. Some came with tall ideas, others manuevered silently, but they all came to kiss the wind when their time in the sun was over with. The night of the pizzeria was something that Elizabeth and Odysseus had looked forward to for some time. It was an event that filled them with indescribable ecstasy from all sides. Tonight they would get the buffalo chicken option, filling their bodies as their minds met over the table in languid joy. The white tablecloth met with a certain staining, something that the poor would then clean up with their bus money and it was something that came to be an atmosphere of the four-star restaurant, at least according to all the official documents.

"The soldiers are all getting up-in-arms about the taxe reduction for the middle class, and it's a sorry situation for anyone who disagrees. But that is what politics is for, to subtly address the country's problems. It takes any guy in a nice suit to tell you that there's a big seat for all of the citizens of Sparta. They carry on putting the woes over their shoulders like so many homeless people, but they keep the city safe for whoever challenges their right to be citizens."

"It's a big world out there, and there are many fish in the sea. Everybody's got a date from all over and it's a real impressionable situation that brings the prima facia to town, a certainty that leaves the political clothing for another time."

As they spoke, a man was buttoning up a sharkskin suit, complete with a polka dot tie. He then wiggled his feet into some nice leather shoes, ones for the infinitely rich. Not that everyone who wears a suit is rich,  but this guy was.

"It's amazing how you slurp that spaghetti down and you must just barely chew. It's a real affair that gets you going, all those chemicals flowing to your brain from your taste buds. It's like you have a dance party going on in your mouth, and there's strawberry champagne all night."

"I've got a couple of jokes that I'll toss to you after my third glass of wine, and it's really going to pull a number on my petticoat, not to mention my chastity belt. Man, how those things get out of control. It's such a big world that I don't really even know how to fit in. With such chaos going on, you would think everybody's  going to bump into each other, spilling their odds and ends only to soak into the concrete. Le soleil looks favorably upon those who challenge the supremacy of the earth over the sky, and it's yet another festival that leaves the pagans wishing for something greater. The houses bent over as the road carried this cop onwards to the restaurant and it was like they were all shading the cobblestones for him, preparing for the assassination that was to take place. The biting cold, he said, taught him a lesson, and he bent against it to try to alleviate some of the pain. The breath compelemented so much smoke that left the chimney of Jeffrey, who continued meditating as the sun continued to go down, leaving the fans of the sunset to move on with their lives. The cop, Scott, turned around the corner of Vine and Race, checking his gun as he did so.

The defunct panoply left a lasting impression upon the hudedled masses. It was a wind-cutting day devoted to the best votive candles that could be discovered this half of the world over. Itemizing his list, he ducked out of the grocery store, this witness of violence. He flung the sack over his shoulder, hoping that the night would see to his safe passage. It was a drained day out there in the cold, a forbidding chasm that accepted all the fierce winds it could. Maybe it was from the cold that the houses seemed to shimmer a bit, inviting light play from the chimneys complementing their facades. Clop after clop on the cobblestones and the buildings whirled by like a couple of frisbees tossed at an odd angle, soaring through their emotions like a couple of bricks were warming up the oven to melting point. The spaces between the houses reviled at the idea of being called alleys, and they offered shelter to the occasional homeless person, jamming his cigarette-laden words into his sack like so many dirty socks. As Greg passed by the alley, he could hear the crackle of flames from a barrel, and the alley seemed to zoom away from him like it was rent and twisted by the travails of time. It took a mere turn of the head and then his steps caught up with him, leading him on like some demented book of tricks. The wind took his clothing, making of it a shot at the oven, which was a way that the homeless guy would attribute to his clothing. His name was Todd. Todd and Greg had both seen the skateboarding video, and the cold clung to the cracks in cheap imitation of the quake.

Getting the bill, they finished up dinner, draining the last little bit of wine that clung so tenaciously to the glass. Tresses fell from Elizabeth with a wan smile of stretched out endings, an evening that saw no assistance from the clock. They did, however, hear the chimes alerting them to the other facts, aand it was true that neither of them had a watch. In this respect they stood out from bougeois society, flaunting instead other trifles like the umbrellas that they might need on a spritely Spring day.

Scott continued clinging to his gun like an infant at the teat. The wind was heading directly against him, tossing an omen on the pile to this superstitious state of mind. The buildings continued their shimmering, inviting him to compare the vast city (and he was a fan of the steel and dark) from another angle. He imagined the smoke like a train taking off from the chimney, and he was assaulted by the smell of smoked meat from on his right side. The occasional shutters, (and this was a residential quarter) brought on the summoning of the mysterious id, letting all the light in as though it needed a safe place to land. Inside, a guy was practicing fencing, against an epouvantail with enough straw stuffed in him to make him burst his gills. This evening spectacle left a lasting impression upon their minds, all the passersby, but it was right as the clock was chiming that Scott caught the sight, ascribing to it some direct and delusional attribution to Christianity. The victims of colonialism were taking in enough straw to see to it that they could harken in dismay to other shores. Scott continued on his huddled way after passing this way on Poll street. When he rounded the corner, it was a coin that persuaded him to pick up his pace. He didn't want to be late for the tenebrious murder that would be taking place; there was a limited timeframe and he was to make it on time this time, just as they left the building: Two shots from a silenced pistol and their floundering heads smashed the cobbles wide open, with a trickle of blood waiting patiently for its turn. It went into the city like as much wine as they could, a reamed brain full of wine-fueled good times. The quake left a sigh over the city, which occured just as Scott wiped his mouth with a frigid hand. If he was going to be the conductor of such times, he would rinse his hands at the cosmic river, digging around in the sink for empty dishes. Yes, on this night, he would return to the dreary even after executing a couple of "mopes."

With the final sound of the dishwasher sealing up, he crashed liberally on the couch. Dreams would haunt him this night, but he would wake up with a clear mind, something that he attributed to the murders. It was a proper bit of distance that reset something in his visual field, only to return to a peaceful sight of the Cross pasted upon the door. He descended the stairs, tossing around a couple of potential scenarios in his mind. Their friends would recognize him from the time he ran into them at the party. He could then be pictured as the "enemy" but he was hardly worrying, as it would be something that would probably blow over any time ripe. The objects in his chambre danced in front of his eyes like a couple of satyrs at play and drink, and he found solace in the TV (channel MSNBC) and here he imagined another connection, a sure sign of his superstitious mind. It was something that he would claim is mere induction, something necessary for the big jobs ahead of him. He washed his hands and it was like getting all the blood off, ritual-like.

The door clanked as it saw the shoes meet and kiss in the chaffing of their leather against the gravity of the pavement. Kutsu, he claimed, were something to treat with something approaching reverence if not worship. A sluice of slushy snow would be on this ground tomorrow, which he had confirmed on the weather channel on TV after switching it from MSNBC. The snow drifted this way and that, and here he vanished from the future into the past. All the trucks and their canted shovels were making their way around the streets and dug up enough grit to pave another city multiple times over.

Socrates clanked his door as well, then stepping with a long-legged gait with something approaching the speed of a horse. And, it's true, his mind had some aspect of horsepower, and he thought with a literal turn most of the time, as if someone could see a gear above his head as he lumbered about the streets. He was going to visit the crack to see if he could get a clue as to where the fish statue went. The whole city stretched before him, and it was a long walk to get where he needed to go.

It drifted away from them, offering only ephemeral hopes as to the nearest gas station. While they were pumping, an arc-de-ciel blazed across the sky, cachant les hopes and les dreams digging up the revenant natuure of the cosmos. Cosmiquement, they headed in the direction of the uchi, hoping for another stab at what was the latest dague to spear through their daggeurotypes. It was a monde grand, offerant les penumbra-ultimates that divided the day up into bite-sized chunks. It was a longue rame from this point forward, and they ducked the electricity before shutting it off, sono mae style, and re-appeared in pulsieurs endroits all over the place. Les grand-peres de la Cosmos invited them in for a nomi, an offering that stuck with them for the coming days and had a hint of the scorn about it, just enough to summon to mind hopes of the other incendiary gizmos. La verite remained elusive, debording just enough avions to make for tricks of the bouche, something that planted the bomb in just the right spot to end so many lives. It was the airport jargon again, something that would prit shape in just the right forme as to stir up suspicion. The energie from the blast left them reeling in anxiety, something that was an unpredicted aftermath of the shock. The scene splayed out before him, so many vacant videy lots that left the movies quarreling over what would constitute the nearest thing possible to the neighborhood. The houses were off-grid style, bending like a European rue, something that would provoke the smiles of a hundred little enfants before le jour etait complete. A soudain hunch took him, and he scanned the houses to make sure no=one was dipping in on him from the balcons that lived large in les esprits de les gens. A certitude came over him and he struggled to pin down a calm headspace but was on top of his caisse in about huit secondes flat. La courbe de la terre reminded him of so many guys watching from their balconies, and it was almost like he hallucinated their presence, a watchful representative of the law chiming in on errant discussions. The curve of the road remained untouched, something that would be soojied up in half a second flat, tire marks excluded. It was a land without cars, something that brought back memories of America, with parking meters running flat at just the wrong time, an approximate guess turning into what was a kind assembly of voitures. The jitensha sat wheelless on this road, making it the only thing to compete with the houses above. He thought it might belong to a girl of 15 years, someone who feared getting her bike stolen more than anything, and walking out her stress like so many fireworks exploding in the mind.

The wind split his hair and he was thinking of the lake, something miles away across countless forms of ecosystems with all their protectors on the American left, something that harkened back to the idea of the pipeline jamming its way through evolution and into the minds of these nature-bound leafers. They ate up all the plants again, curses. The weather enjoined on the populace beneath trembling clouds, a bright fire that stole attention from the sun's dying rays, an edifice that left the balcony sagging like so many teats, with no one to enjoy their barrenness. A sodden effort of the mind and he was off to check out the main source of the earthquake. The holes were massive by it and they spilled out even to some houses despite cries of dismay. They wobbled with a faint energy, humming in tune to the cosmos above, and rekindling certaine efforts of weight that soon toppled down as quickly as a tornado had torn them down. He imagined spinning in place with all the perfectly radial cracks inspiring him, and it didn't take him long to crouch down, almost as if forced by the potent energy of "The black hole." It was something he felt in his knees when it finally struck and it reminded him of his old times on LSD and such feelings came down upon him like a noxious wave, only to be swalloed by the buildings with fresh grins that paved over the pain of the cracks, something out of an HGTV commercial gone fantasy. He remained crouching there for a few moments before shucking off a massive weight that made him feel both allured and driven away by the crack. It took him mois to rub out the natural trajectory of the black hole, a tried-and-true goal that carried him further into the mysteries of the skateboard. Somewhere around here those guys were tossing their cocos around, hoping for a better grind at the nest of crazy and digging ever deeper to conjoin themselves with the men of the fish statue. It was obviously gone, something they said as the fish statue travelled around into so many hands, and the wish of the skateboarders hovered before them under the sun like so many wishes to find a new spot, and they focussed all their energy into a distant point, something that certain artists would capture with protruding tentacles and the flipped like so many dolphins on their way to the infinite distance, something that they would apply to their state-of-mind and yet their enjoyment heightened at even the thought of a skateboard.

They met at a party where champagne glasses clinked over a steady hum that invited all the speculators to dine at their glory and it didn't take them long to set up all the tables plentiful with goods and there was a stray smile that passed by all their lips as if they couldn't find much of a better soiree. The notable elements were all in attendance, and they hung out below the big orb as if tanning in the sun and it was drink after drink that they tipsed away their woes, something like a video playing in the dim corners of their minds, a prayer to the night to seal up their attendance in a memory, for there were no cameras in sight. Scott was at this party and had his gun tucked down under his suit jacket and it was to about three or four people that he talked, keeping it minimal for the evening. He gazed into the depths of the ball, entranced for so many seconds before being heightened into the milling crowd, and there was a little square of dancing that went on just nearby. When the party inevitably calmed down, everyone shuffled out and the night coaxed them into a dripping reverie, something that washed over them drug-like, and it was ever too chilly on this winter day in Sparta, something hidden behind the hills like the undead out of Game of Thrones. It was that hollow cold like a night in Chicago, and hundreds of miles away plenty of people were doing the same thing, only their parties ended at the same time. The churches nearby all drew their energy together, admonishing the people as if given tinnitus by their bells, and it was not a long time before the night re-syncced itself, jumping subtly into the minds of the party-goers even as the alcohol faded away.

The tension of the earth was felt countless miles away and even as they ran through these obstacles in their mind, nothing about the world changed. It was as if there were a gossamer slip tossed over reality, heightening and simuntaneously choking the night as it lived and breathed for the persons who took it into their homes. The night air was thick as a glob of cum, and the errant party-goers cast off their reins to the point that they were almost nude in the streets, celebrating a full moon that would never reward them for their choleric undertakings. The bar had the sign lit up and haad recently undergone renovations, and the door slipped perilously close to their heels as they trudged into the denki. The chatter at the counter took them through all the motions, spinning them around and spitting them out as if through a prism, pushing them into further ventures far from their goutte. L'alcool struck a fine feu upon the tongue, which washed down their throats at an even pace, suggesting the wry bent its necks in the wind, bending over backwards to help them solidify the night. There was a faint cackle from the corner, and as Bob looked up and Rachel ordered another drink, a man in the corner named Eric summoned all to his political census, ribaldly.

"The telephone poles have issues all over them and we're going to have to recover at least some of the information for the sake of posterity, just to ensure that the youth stay politically informed. It's like the 100 Theses all over again, only this time it's a different breed of counter-culture. Les espalaces continue with their intrigue, leaping from one end of the table to the other, with something like electricity flowing between them. It was something out of a movie, all the reams of paper serving as a telecast. The bar hovered over them in proper style, souriring whenever it was apt to unload a couple of sips, and there was a tension between the divers that suggested the warmth of a winter blanket. La chaleur was pumping out of the vents at a furious pace, conjuring all sorts of ifrits that clung tenaciously to the dripping backsides of the bunch perched atop stools. On the TV was the National Soccer League and it was a couple of goals different between LA and Columbus. The electrons zipped through their eyeballs, preening themselves and basking in the warm glow of the alcohol that took them down many a road but mostly left them by themselves. Etinceled in the loin distance de leur ame, a net of goo took its toll on the participants, rewarding them with visions of this foot or that me, a certain subsidiary journey through the soccer underworld. There was naught a drop left in Eric's drink, and as he spoke up again, his throat pushed out the anthems that he would become celebrated for.

"The streets are paved with gold and there's a Midas not too far away. It's the legend of the Little Red Riding Hood who took shots to her okama before enlisting in the millitary, changing her diet just to conform to the long list of necessary keaerus, a trip around the world leading her to the finest delicatessens this side of paradise, and she left her stamp on the world with the following words:

'Though I may be followed, my crash will be blissful and will not reword those in poursuivre.'

There are many a tipped tankard to succumb to such sentiments, their drips creamy and inviting in way only a drink can be."

As he faded off, Bob struck up a conversation with a guy somewhat huddled over the counter, gripping tightly his one excuse to fade off as well.

"L'etang, just pres d'ici, etait mon abode pour le mois continuelles, an uda reflichit dans les yeux de les participants, qui mange tandis j'admire les petits tresors laquels reward celui-ci qui a donne et mets un indicative style to the whole affaire, a slice of life that brings you closer than lorsque tu as fini, un clo cher spinning around in rapid motion, denoting the fabulous certainties that emanate from its void."

"Les lacs sont les geant homo sapiens sapiens qui crash les cymbals in the dread thick of night, performing the occult rituals for those who are in the know. It's like an outil utilise pour un acte moderne, a slip of the langue that bends your dos over towards the ventre, a real magician's act."

The Tv continued flashing on the faces of the participants, even as this exchange petered out and left the remnants sullen and stoic. Les interpreters brought to the scene something of their own, but it got sucked up by the TV screen and kicked beyond groping hands, hands that brought on so much darkness in other worlds parallel to this one. The door opened and there were a few fresh faces arriving to soak up the healthy ambience, and a trickster was amongst them. He had robbed a bank on this very night a la Baby Driver, pushing his gun into raw space to figure out what's on the other end. It ended up turning out well for him, at least for the present moment.

At the same time as he polished off the remaining beer in his glass, the skateboarders whipped around the corner at a frenetic pace, offering their own badass version of reality to any would-be observers hoping for a voyeuristic find. The rush of the wheels on the pavement focused time like a laser to feed upon the absolution of the gang, a scraggly one at that. With the twangy lilt of the leg, they launched their inertia into effect immediately in the visual field, and it made them appear as if they were teleporting across the landscape, but these were ordinary rules brought by an ordinary team, and no magic was wrought here, just a deep connection to the mother of the earth. That familiar stripe on the wheels summoned up the forces of the metropolis to give it a checked sort of competition, the whole affair suggesting a dank evening upon the town for those who could weasel their way into the more intimate grottos. The air stung like a viper, offering its own competition to those who would pack it in first, warm, weary faces smugly retiring to their temporary graves. It whistled in their ears, slopping on a whole new layer of reality that stole their attention, only for it to be submerged under the thick cloud of life, a bustle that would be rewarded in the times to come.

Bob and Rachel walked out hand in hand, just to see the skateboarders flying around a corner like Bart 
Simpson. The evening had begun and it shifted the shadows on its palette while preparing for a surreal meeting of the minds. The nearby forest would be home to the impressionistic take, a bunch of campers that Bob and Rachel knew personally,voyaging into the homes of the hermits as much as they could, staking out their claim under "the collosus," the local name for the canopy. The leaves crunched beneath their feet as they plowed forward into the distant dim, and it was a scarcely-traveled road indeed, something of a roaming scythe amongst mother nature's shining examples. The fire roared and they were off with the ceremony, pounding bowls of marijuana and enjoying the deep calm of the forest. The phalanx's shields, as the local argot had come to relate to, were on their side, promising them better things to come of the ceremony if only they would offer the proper sacrifice.

The smell of burning meat could be detected from far-away places and there was just a tint of lilac which was detectable to those dining on the latter portion of the sacrificed meat. The flames cackled and crackled mightily, affording a view of the forest which re-oriented their minds, drawing them near like a homing device and they lorded up the forest. All sorts of critters mingled in the deep dark and it wasn't long before a couple of wolves were spotted, but they feared the fire and so turned their backs away from the party. As it were, one of the celebrants possessed a wolf mask, and threw all through a loop when he attempted to impersonate one of the wolves. They pranced around the fire, making sacrifices to whatever god was listening, and they had a damn good time doing it as well, as if suckling at the teat of the mother gods, owing themselves a roundtable discussion of who the best dancers were. It just so happens that the spirit of Odysseus was hovering around this fire, soaking up the tension between worlds and the potent tension between the dancers and the sky, and he imbued the landscape with his essence, hoping for an incredible night for all of them. He was the only proximate spirit there, with others listening as though it were distant music just drifting by their ears. The evening paid no mind to the troubels of the dancers, selecting a few of them to spin good tales, and it was coming to an apex, all that action, and it was merely a glimmer in each others eyes that they saw, something to keep them negotiating the sexual space between them as though preparing for a fireside orgy. Aldous, one of the better dancers amongst them, had seen the earthquake in action, watching its mighty tentacles split the earth into so many tributaries of a great chasm, and he would be looking for the fish statue that night amidst the panties of the girl he most recently fucked, someone he couldn't persuade to join them in the forest dance as she had other commitments. Aldous was a pretty tall guy, full of stamina and soaking up the gem of his youth, a lithe body that resonated with the sex-cosmos, and he imagined all the girls around him as he danced through the night, imagining finding the statue in another pair of panties and he could somehow fuse the holes in his metal cosmos, hoping for yet another tune to wake him up and put him amidst people, and the fire only awakened his desire rather than settling it down. Hence a good fuck would end things well, but he felt strongly attached to Claire and he didn't want anything to come between them. He often speculated on having finality in his life, largely because it bored him to death. There simply was no other option for quieting his feelings, except for an image of lakes twining about themselves in 3D, an otherwordly vibe penetrating the vast forest of his mind, even as he scoped out the borders of the forest asd potential hunts for those animals who dwelt not so far in. As the dancing came to a stop, they lowered their masks and began to chat about the great divine:

"It's like an arch that brings all the flock to bear, re-arranging their axles to something that undercuts their meaning to the cosmos. When they pass under the arch, the unification with the cosmos feels stronger and worldly desire is reduced. That's why all the celebrations of the Wolf Clan are in forests; it's a natural barrier that levels the psychosexual playing field, making for a safe space to unleash desire, for the  trees breathe it in like so many laborers, slaving away at such rates that some would clearly think their bark would turn black. There's an odl legend about how the trees were the first cxolonizers of the New World and that they carry this burden into modernity ss though almost showing off to their friends, making a clear gesture of validity, something to be confirmed on the outside. They have solidified their place as the masters of the New World, and they like topics trhat bring this world onto their own planet, Planet Earth. Yes, somehow they radiate enough energy to be in two worlds at once, reshaping their wills as it both tightens and releases their tension as a clothespin that occasionally opens up, allowing them to savor the differences between worlds, something that is a blessing to undertake and leaves them in somewhat of a unique space." 

Aldous dumped the last little bit of water onto the fire before continuing with such wise words: "It's about distance to them, something that travels gradually but at the same time happens in bursts, and the more perfect nature of the cosmos has to bend over backward to incorporate a ton of pain but there's ultimately a reward at the other end."

He watched as the last little bit of trailing smoke made peace with the sky, rent as it were by the warm glow of the sun as it mingled with the branches, each clawing toward the ground to scoop up the last little bit of the ash as it sits idly around the fire.

"If that's what life is to you, just smoke the damn cigarette," he heard chimed in from the border of his consciousness. "It's like a fire in the mind, but nothing like what is burning in the body to produce the soul that anchors all of us. The pain can ultimately be left behind by those who travel amidst worlds, like the elves' wisdom in Tolkien."

"There have got to be wisps doing their jig at some point in the evening, something that leaves you wondering what their comrades who are stuck in the dirt do to communicate, a sturdy friendship that bridges all chasms, much like the earthquake attenuated before it reached anyone."

"That magnitude has got to be so severe that it would wipe out the other city but there are limits to how science works and so the damage is limited. It's just that nature is so powerful that you would figure if any magic gets involved it would turn nature to its infinite perch, re-orienting the causes of civilization toward a major up-hill climb, something that would be impossible to climb back down from, and that's where some consider that technology is, sitting and awaiting the flag to be planted so as to offer some consolation over what was once lost and is now found."

The forest sat right next to Athens and as he attempted to locate the earthquake's epicenter, he saw a couple of skateboarders fly past him. "The statue has been lost, my friend, and it's never going to be the same again. You'll find that the radiation that sits in this city can't be matched by that of Troy, and it's an incomplete world that exists without the statue coming to bear on reality. It's truly anyone's game at this point, a true free-for-all, something that we can count as a shared hobby."

"There's something about staying off the ground that appelas to you guys, I'd say, something like being up in the sky I'd imagine. Well thanks for the warning, but the statue may be fickle but it has a will all of its own and can be found lurking in whatever minds it choosing to wrap up."

"More than that there's the idea that it needs a safe place to work its magic, and some say that the earthquake wouldn't have happened unless Odysseus planted it there just to see what would happen to his most favorite city. There're a couple of records that have spoken about it that are matched in the public eye, and it's a great leap forward to imagine that there could be multitudes more of it come the morrow."

"The toys of the divine find their way into every spin of the wheel that is made; it even approaches a helice in its magnitude and order, and there's not a damn thing you can do about it. There's the idea that the skateboard is flatter even than Salt Lake, and it's a couple of dreamers around there got the idea to make the statue from clay, simulating a homonculus. The Mormon roots had a bunch of staying power with them, and they probably track the story even now with all the elaborate techno-guru stuff that they've latched onto."

Meanwhile the lake continued moaning, offering oracles and spectacles to those within earshot, something like the forest of the dreams of men, something that the locals in Sparta called the forest where the dancing took place. Legend has it that the lake used to sit upon the forest, weighnig down the boughs so that non-giraffes could eat what was offered, and another theory is that the root vegetables  were all that they ate, and the xylem worked with gravity to enable the plant to grow to epic proportions, rather than following the light blindly. There was a fine mist that ay over the lake, embodying a sure-fire urge to relinquish what control it had over the minds of those swimming in them. Concomitant to the legends about the forest's plants, is the advice not to swim in the lake, for all the prophecies that were sputtering up from the heated anterior would be madness-inducing to the participants of the afternoon jolly. You can hear a call-and-response from the voices of the lake, and there are a multitude of hissings that constitute Poseidon's wisdom, something out of a Nereus equation forced to cool like so much molten iron. China was the one who got mindfucked on this day, opting for the ride side of the beach as he planned to unload all of his worries for the day, and was struck by something of a lightning-rod fancy and he couldn't figure out where the voices were coming from, just simply emanating or surrounding him from a central point of discussion or flanking him like the two lakes had split apart and were coiling around his self. But he came to enjoy that medical symbol as it curled its way around his mind, leaving just enough of a hole in his maggicka to solidify a sudden burst of hormones, follwoed by a searing pain unfurled like a burning flag, with the nation that held his thoughts taking his location into account, and he knew there would be no one around. However, the rags that Odysseus had used to enjoy his Narcissistic image had been casually tossed on the beach, and there was not a damn thing that he could do to re-arrange the voices of the lake to speak with China. Instead, there was a colossal bang as he entered the lake and he noticed a faint white light radiating from China's body, arms up as though embracing or simply lying prostrate waist-up. The travel from A to B was momentary and he felt himself whisked up by all the energy, Odysseus, and into China he swam, the unexpected visitor from the empty lake of visitors. They then whispered things to each other in dark tongues, enjoying the weight of the water as it lapped against them and invited them deeper into the mysteries. The carriage hopped to a brisk pace just as it passed the ravine's dynamited locations, and the driver swore he could see a lake before him, stretched out into the abyss.

It was a trenchant experience, something that would sit with him for a long time. As the mist curled above the lake, his thoughts drifted elsewhere, finding hovels into which to place their most hidden secrets. It was a truth that they were alone on that day, summoning up the courage to properly intuit their dreams on the lake, and it was a golden acceptance that led to the retrieval of very secret thoughts. The sun sat perched like a tennis umpire, and it was like a ball was hovering over them both and this orb was the sun. The truth remained evasive but they ploughed forward into the great abyss with marked aplomb. The whispering continued, offering a capstone with which to don like a diadem, throwing the lake's nobility through a flaming hoop, something that set off multiple chain reactions of thought, all leading back to the same place. The rays caught and embraced the lake, letting go and holding on pendulum-style, creating a brilliant mirage that shrouded their legs from them in the waist-deep water. Only occasionally did the lake speak true words; it was mostly speaking in tongues, something along the deeper spectrum of the alphabet, the associates of the "s." "Isst naggan fohjs nazg erwt youh" it said in so many words, tugging on their bodily chemicals, making this moment freeze like they were in pursuit of so much space on this flat glass for miles, and it's true that the lakes were huge. Allah remained sitting, providing a fresh view of the hill-blown landscape, something that framed an art as it slid down his vision and into the netherworld, a sudden expectoration as the water continued to dance, and the energy could be felt from all over. They heard a kersplash, and the fish statue seemed to be raining down on them. It took its psychic toll with another couple of frozen moments, an urge relegated to the finer shores of the happy. "Gyui rdes" made its name seen through the ear canals of a hundred streets over, noting the time as it coursed over the lake with scintillating streamers, like a glow-wand that held the attention of a million rapt viewers. The tongue lashed out of the statue, envelloping the sparklers as they divided their attention over certain spots of the water. Some speculate that the wands were created by the fish statue only to provoke a knee-jerk reaction and a fallen sense of security but this truth remains masked to this day, up through the ages, where the seren waterfall makes light of occasional desultory opinions, a stab in the dark at some random neutron accelerator, a trick to demand that the tongue choose more wisely, but chaos remained on the top and generated some sparks, searing the skin like a golden hoop and it was this tattoo that they carried out of the lake, stretching and laying bare their intense experiences as they reminisced and changed.

"Mais tu ecrit anglais," he whispered to join the ranks of the lake. The sun was now bending its back over the lake and setting up a perfect photo, something that Garrett took for granted as Odysseus made for his jacket. The light played with their minds and they tempered their opinions over such a crevice, noting themselves as they continued forging ties with the landscape. It was a fine mist that they inhaled, almost as if the lake were pushing out the last bit of its venom, before returning stagnantly to its original roots. Les espaces continued to find beauty in what means it could be obtained, and the rest of the day was spent in quiet meditation. They brought the chairs over, something people rarely ever did, for they blamed the lake for their negative experience, and on this occasion Odysseus and Garrett could be seen to be lauded and appreciated for their efforts. At exactly nine-o-clock they lit up the cigarettes, blowing steam so much so that it made the lake curl with acidic pulses, withering what little plant growth was remaining, a residue that could be gleaned through the deep cerulean waters without even a glimpse at what an actual plant would be like. The statue rose like a bouncing betty before its tongue lapped up the lake, leaving a large crater in its midst. The boiling temperature would have rocked them if they didn't have that simple layer of clothing on, and they finished their cigarettes but moments before the steam struck, finding trees to continue bending its residue. They travelled deep into the basin to retrieve some of the gel-like plant matter before packing it in their pipes and smoking it. From this vantage point, they became The First and Last Man. With energy coursing through them, they but tossed a sparkler into the short distance, then watching the water spew forth, almost like a sprinkler taking stock of its spark in the garden, and the lake slowly at first but then in  bursts began regaining its former territory, issuing fastly and high-strung plaintives before settling into T its normal water level. The Voices From The Lake left a clear impression on their minds, and they travelled along the chasm not too long after. With but a raise of the hand, the tongue envelloped them, emerging in a sky far away before flipping itself around and then joining the sky in its dance, repositioning the statue so that they would be burst from the ground and then retrieving their former selves, a notable retrieval getting tucked into the pocket. It bulged there before they shrank it, owing to the subtle fire and light that burned within them, and there was a moment of reconsideration about where they were going before they held the statue aloft, but the two were so close together that they could hardly be disentangled.

The gas-lights heralded their arrival prior to learning that the statue was there, and Sparta was left with a fine glow as the spirits made a bee-line for the a statue, temporarily choking the Messengers but leaving them with a sense of mission. It was a day that all the recipients who knew about the statue would celebrate, and in this sense their magic was down-to-earth. The lights shot up in quick succession, mirroring the wind as it huddled over against the cold, unlike the warm continuity of the lake. The shopping district was in the forefront, and almost all of the occupants were aware of the fish statue's power, and they took advantage of the cracks in their district (the closest to the epicenter) and they allowed their kids to jump around, soaking up the nightly town air before the arrival of the fish statue. A couple doors closed here and there, the occupants deciding to grab cameras now that the lights heralded the oncoming Deliverers. When they placed the statue in the main crater, they waited a moment to hear the hiss of the lake in reverse, something that they had all heard before The cracks all sealed up, and there was a moment of rejoicing, followed by another Halloween-like tradition of putting out the lamps. This happened like the energy jumping between lamps was real, and there was a situation in which the children played, knowing that they might someday appreciate the verse that made the world come alive from itself. With a final hiss the statue buried itself, and there was a wave of light that made some speculate that there was magic going on, but they interpreted it as simply an occult phenomenon that would later re-arrange itself. The wind dived in and around buildings, offering a winter's solace for anyone who could get the bones up to let the snow melt upon them. It was a fine day, and the resident-travlers from Turkey could be held as status icons, something that their leadership would send them back to their home state one day, but ever hoping to make a settlement in some other area. The buildings seemed to lean in, offering fresh hopes to those hiding in nooks and alleyways, and it was a fine time for anyone looking for a dive through the latest city-wide(but banlieued) enterprise. The nearest houses were red and gold, and across the street one in purple and white. There was no way that anyone would allow the night to escpae them, for what was once damaged was re-formed, and it took a couple of the artists's prefecture-wide beer to inspire some to check out the site where it all happened, making it seem like concrete to the other prefectures in the city, which were largely bourgeois settlements that had their own ideas about magic. Not that the city was fully segregated by belif in magic, but this formed the basis for the self-lauding social gerrymanding that the magic-strung held in their minds to be worthwhile. But it was the magicians that sealed the town, and since it was nightfall, the "Muggles" all knew that the drilling was false, something othat a superstition allowed them to think, but the town maintained a unity that was blessed by all the citizens in the midst of city life and there was a pleasant effect for all over what was a night of The Complete for those who made their life in Sparta.

The town shook with a tremor, a remnant of the earthquake that left some residents gasping their anxious air. It was otherwise a fine night, shrouded in the work of those who toiled under the afternoon sun. Throughout the city, operatives were vying for control of their lives, trying to force the city into their purview instead of allowing themselves to breathe free. Like Haussmann, Gerald was attempting to make the city more of a grid-like form, and was demolishing all the old neighborhoods. He did it with a wicked smile, too, affirming his lack of trust in the labyrinthine coves that came to dominate the landscape. His frail form could be seen on any number of flyers that kissed the town's steepest parts, telephone poles that jutted above even the highest towers. On one there was a political uprising, essentially, though hidden in the deep recesses of the mind and not allowing the city to show it off, it instead danced with the wind, always almost running away before settling back down. There was an insistence on calling the private telephone lines, and then people would be screened a la Fight Club, and they kept the premises locked up pretty tight to make sure their overt activities, huge as they were, weren't compromised by city or other government officials. This alley took a run at a couple of sunbeams, allowing them to enter his general purview before refracting it like a grid projecting letters into a fuller replica of itself. The grime lay in the trash bins, ready for those who enjoy the morning air to service the need to be clean. Oosoji signs lay in wait ready to be captured, and they lay strewn about the path ready to be swept up by a fresh pair of kutsu, like dirt that got tracked onto the carpet as it unfolded before them, inviting the past for a jaunt through narrow spaces. The city split away from them as if it were being bent back, revealing the sordid contents therein and leaving a couple of residents begging for fresh country air. A guy could be seen (and his name was Richard) going toward the bin, fulfilling the description of the alleyway by pushing off against the ground, loping like so many mammals are wont to do, exploring his tips of his toes, plowing forward into the grunge that stood safely hidden.

A pike kaze whipped up some mad antics on the far end of town, inviting scorn and speculation to drift calmly into the esprit and he was coked out the kokoro. The esprit and the kokoro became one, instilling fine values from all over the earth, incorporating at a moment in time all the things Richard had stumbled upon. He wore a silk overcoat laden with the goods of the nation, an art praticed by those who had retreated from the cold on this nippy winter day. The moment he remembered or stored came along with a fog that clouded his reasoning for just a few moments, and he reconstructed the moment while feeling like he was caught in a trap. Atama secure, he stuck his hands into his pockets and huddled against the cold. He had a meeting with the Fight Club that he was going to fulfill, and he hoped to be a high-ranking committee member, enjoying the fruits of a ahappy harmony between nature and its politicians. He was a high naturalist, hoping for his promotion to encapture him the moment before retiring from this life. It was not a really far walk from him, and he passed a few of the flyers on his lope, and he, when he saw something, a building, that he recognized, he thought it might help him escape from the mental trap that he had repeatedly fallen into. It of course failed again, but he was able to pick up a little speed when the wind tackled him from behind. It was just like Chicago and the blue house that he saw reminded him of his days there, some massive number of kilometers away, its stillness betraying an unexpected friendship witht he twin lakes nearby Sparta. The road bent hard to the right and then he was witness to an empty lot, with unseen grasses narrataing his journey as he steped with purpose, ready to get out of the cold but enjoying this drippy solitude. Nearby a frie crackled in its huge self, betraying a warmth between its dweller and Richard, and it just so happens that this was Elizabeth's house, and Richard halucinated a sound as he walked by, a scream that rattled the door in its frame before attenuating into a stumped darkness as Richard quickly re-adjusted. He tried the handle and no one seemed to answer his calls, and so he began to pick the lock with the subterfuge of a fox. His hand, encased in a leather glove, met his teeth as he fidgeted with the lock, and in about thirty seconds (not bad for one with so many other talents as well) he had the door open. A squat bookshelf lay at the far end of the room, with the fire to his left and the light and shadow made for a proper discovery of the room. There were no lights on, but Richard could see the bodies lying on the ground, unloading their blood, which reached to the other end where a desk sat calmly observing the process of death challenging Richard. And though he was used to seeing carnage, being a soldier in the Iraqi army way back when, his heart still jumped when he saw the bodies. He checked the other rooms and no one was at home and so he revitalized his interest in the case without any further progression. He was not in any mood to call the police, thinking instead that he would make the case something of a pet project.

He checked the pulse just in case, and they were both certifiably goners. The walls, painted lime, were holding the fire by the throat, making its illumination something that betrayed the sight of the room's color. He flicked on a light and it became clearer, and he thought they must've been rich 'cause there were mutliple pieces of art on the wall. He estimated that the murder must have occured a couple of hours ago, and it was a real thorn in the city's side that couldn't be removed. Richard checked the upstairs just in case, and found yet another light to illuminate the color of this room: yellow. It was like the light itself had described wordless taste in the color with which it identified itself. The bed was still unmade, and there was an armoire that seemed to come from a pretty elite set of hands. The fan was still running and with a slight tink he turned it off as it wistfully gave up the pursuit of its circular motion. A couple of books lay on the bed entitled How to Deal with Islam and Making the Town Big, each in a comfy position having been merely tossed, pleasing to them for they enjoyed the flight from the hand, perhaps thrown in a moment of post-sexual ecstasy that allowed some small longings to take place in their heart, a shared space with nothing to do, a rote activity. He snapped a photo with his phone before orimas the stairs and then he was back amidst the carnage that brought his military memories to the fore with what seemed like a firework coasting down the hull of his mind. Swigging a bit of the wine in the kitchen before leaving, he slipped a five-dollar note into the pocket on the coat hanger thinking that this might bring him good luck. He was a man of strange ambition. With the door having emenated from his consciousness tapping him on the shoulder and being really specific of their location, he closed the door with two fingers aronud the handle, and it was  a fine aged brass, something that left him speculating on the amount of money that these citizens had, and he felt a slight twinge of guilt about receiving his pension, but his connection to the dead inside was strong, and he had no delusions of class grandeur, but at the same time a bit of superiority, as he watched carefully the man who wobbled by about to climb on a bicycle, with a bag that identified him as homeless. It's hard to say how he tolerated the cold. His feet rang on the cobblestones as he continued to the town hall, looking behind him to see what the homeless guy was up to after they had caught eyes in the darkness before walking in reverse directions. He could hear the train rattling in the distance, bringing the city to life in a show of full-fludged iron power. Richard thought that he might find some common-minded people at the town hall that he could treat to a fine wine-coloured playbill.

The cuillere sou le tapis subjected the popuace to a total spectacle. C'etait un bon vacances, originating from deep inside their bellies. Les ames divvied up the go-get-um mentality, ensuring everlasting happiness for all of the later applicants. The powder blasted them in the face and theywere off, reassigning the latter-born days for the next truck moving from here on getout. It was a wicked wind that lifted his cloak on this evening, and as the druggies went up, the curtain fell down. It was raw chaos in the house but nobody seemed to mind; they were unable to. It was a fine sight of each other milling about on the pavement for that time, making for a scythe standing between them that left the chaff hiding out in more nether-sectors. The bow was off and there were numerous appendages that left them begging for more; it was something of an oracular that left the goods sprawled out in a rictus. A perrigote attitude, he thought, as he kicked his soccer shoes around the street. "Perhaps somebody will notice me and I'll have to continue writing for them until my death." The cause tomfooled around with his musings, suggesting that the sky break its back on him, which occured within a few seconds time. All the day's grime headed into the sewer for the evening, inviting speculation as to how it all went down, and it ended up with all hands being up in the air. The sewers sucked down the ruminants mightily, a rire as it occupied its city's most favorite grimers, a whole line-up that left some scrawling forbidden messages in the water, watching it spin around their water-quills like so much acid, a trip divining certain aspects of the unity for a shrill change and the moneykeeper waddled areound with his arse up in the air, hoping for an acute attack on whatever village he hailed from. It was a dark day and the door vibrated its calm, inviting any interested parties in who wanted to shatter their anonymity, but you never know who might be pointing a gun at the door. La porte signified the couverture and it was all full of plein de riz and begging for cohesion. It was a sudden exit and the door bumped his foot as he let it swing closed, and in a secon he was an anonymous member of society, flogging along in classic style before being presented with a few options. The spume accosted his attention, causing him to relieve his shorts at an odd angle, the night firmly placing in his mind memories that would remain as stagnant as the filthy water below. A suggestion appeared from afar, allowing for truths to invade the city, and it was no other option but to allwo the birds to have free reign with their guano, one of the city's major exports. The clack clack of his shoes on the pavement left a memory tugging as if to pull him apart, unwinding the neurons in his brain as his whiskey-choked dreams materialized before his dresshoes. It was a curve straight into a boulevard, one that had been carved by Haussmann but a decade earlier and the barricades would be well put away by this time, leaving a certain wry smile on the lips of those who passed him, feeling like they were just leaving where he was going, and this man, Jeffrey, allowed for ample time for his memory to push out a few compulsions before he took storm to the road, letting it guide him onward.

There was a fire going in a nearby alley and it was being lit up by Odysseus, who was a good friend to the homeless. He hearkened back to his Chicago days just to see about finding some solace in a world that increasingly bent his body inward. It was a ripe challenge, including a bunch of lighter fluid in his dreams, taking the homeless on a tour of the city with dinner and suit included. There was many things going on in his mind and he didn't know which way to go, but he felt a general sigil of the city, its endless labyrinthine charms that deposited him at the crossroads of who knows where and who knows how to be. It was a channel that left him wondering where to go for a decent map of the city so that he might find some notable landmarks as to who was cavorting with him at the time and he fell upon a certain grass-roots challenge that left him divided as to how to continue onward, but le francais continued to challenge him. La fenetre rayons continuera coursing in on him, firmly affixing the letters to the wall with stabbing beams of light that came from the abyssal versions of his mur-al which allowed the channel to prison to break temporarily before he wormed his way in and figured out the pass-codes to where he was heading before diving into what was a sure-fire way to find a job this part over.

The night ended up at a pizzeria with all of the toppings heaped on haphazardly, as if there were no other options but to create a mighty tower, ensuring the ever-lasting happiness of the occupants of this place tucked neatly into the wall that held up the city as some kind of shining example of what was, legend purportedly said, was on their minds. The tracks were there, some kind of tank that was able to traverse the nasty terrain and it was met with some skaters nearby who divvied up their goals as they all whooped and hollared at the tank as it burned its way through the cosmos, inviting scorn and speculation in the following black hole, and it was a trick of light that manifested itself at this location, making a big eclarboussement residing on these wheels which divided the tank so serenly that there was no hope but to continue going. The road was clinging to its cracks, inviting scorn and speculation as it went on dividing the town, hoping for a raise in the near future but maintaining office ethic and re-establishing the common order which arraigned the troops this final time, making for a tight division of labor. The solemnity piqued their interest as it eased back into itself, allowing for certitudes to coarse on by, leaving the followers aghast as to how he operated his art, something of a conundrum that buried itself in the layers of Islam.

The house had a TV on the immediate left, followed by a few shadows tossed on the wall by another lit fire. For the firecrew of wherever this was a land that could not be met with Wyoming-style expenditures but glorified as a cerifiably "other" reality that paraded itself around in three parts. First of all, you're gay. Second of all, fuck you. BAG. He reached in and withdrew a coin the size of someone's head and dropped it on the ground, hoping that someone else would recover it. It didn't take someone too long to do so, but it was so big it wouldn't even fit in his wallet. Not that coins go in such a place, mind you, but it was sure to find a comfy home somewhere. There was an incredible antic about him that left him gasping for airr, removing the subtleties from his environment as though begging for other options. It was a truth that slipped through, making for times across the sea making for other cities across the way, allowing for a full-on collusion. "It was not such a way," Odysseus insisted as he cruised off to another planet. "It was no other way either," he added with a wry smile. The inveighed elements began to coalesce, offering bleak hopes in another style. The turnstile made a noise as he escaped, providing food for the fodder, allowing nothing to stand in his way of a perfect night. There was a huge amount of recoil and then he pinned it back together, hoping for lost time to re-engage his interests at a higher level. It was a platitude after platitude, summoning what little strength he had left to the surface just to break the fragile tension of the market. A trick or two up his sleeve yet, he pondered as he weighed his options in the balance, hoping for truer resolution on the other side. It was a hopeless endeavor, allowing him only a little wiggle room to ensconce his interests, residing firmly on the other side of things before they tugged him back down.

The streets frowned at him as he breezed through this particular neck of the woods, inviting a whole crowd to allow him to blend in like the chameleon he always hoped to be. The city breathed life into him as he breathed from it, hoping for a fresh catch of free space to accost him and shake him down at the other end of his longing. But he was burning the candle at both ends, jockeying for position in a frowning cosmos that berated him with all the glories of eons past. It took no trouble at all to hit the next curve, watching the low-rise city sprawl out before him like so many giant's dominoes. He flipped his cloak as he continued on, hoping for kinder winds to raise him up to a new level.

The capacities were pushed to their limit and the city seemed to be retreating into itself, shielding the rays from the burnt-out sun even as the explosion occured. It took place faster than the speed of light, but there was no one around to make it a home anymore, so why all the sun whorship? It didn't take them long to tap into the vaults, bringing earth back to life with a push, before settling back down through the muck of it all in a final getout. It brought them to their knees, and as they awaited the sureness of their frivoity, multiple opnions smashed into them at once. It took them seconds to respond, but they ultimately slided into the ones that felt more comfortable. The serenity eased them into cloud nine, and they remarked upon the eons of the passing before siwtching into other clothing, something to summon the apocalypse. The tried-and-true demeanor suited them up for other occasions, and there was nothing but a bitter taste in his mouth as they story concluded. The remnants divided their spoils, allowing for a tryst to suggest to them mere facts, but nothing approaching a solid manuever for the get-go. There was a truth that united them, and he huddled against the cold as a shout split the sky rivened just a few blocks away.

Les mots et les etoiles etroit the narrow lane, providing crisp views of otherwise far-away places. There stood on the horizon a great city, made from wax and clay, and it harbored many peasants in addition to the tightly controlled city gate. It stood against a hillside like a lee, offering protection to those in need, and choice photographic sighs from afar. He collapsed the viewfinder, depositing the wide-angle lens in his bag, which jostled around like so many rocks in his pocket before finally settling down. It was pleasant to have his hands in his pockets on this occasion, and would be on many others. Shashin torimas and he was off upon his horse, his sabretache beating against its side like a drum that wouldn't cease for eons to come, and for as long as the horse had energy this second heart wouldn't fail to deliver the faintest of tunes, a whiff caught by the court jester before he strummed the last rectrusion on the lyre. It was a tortoiseshell plectrum, and it carried on for miles over the land, inviting speculation as to its finer points. It was just like a familiar knock upon the door, which turned a couple of heads for the night was guided by silent wind that invited speculation inside whenever the street's occupants were getting a little rubbernecky.

The smoke poured out of the cheminee, offering the sky an acrid offering that didn't settle down until it had performed the proper rites, allowing for  the slightly different smells of the wood to coagulate unto one meta-smoke that indulged in fine arrays of qualifications, making it the finest smoke in town. The sky seemed to roar to a stop as the kids were picking out clouds in their imaginations, and as the bringers of rain rolled overhead, a drone could be see surveying the positions below with something resembling greed. The horse would be popping into town at just this moment, and there was a shrill cry as he did so, but nothing serious. Just a game lost in the hockey ring that was in the western portion of town. A person watching the game folded up his napkin that he had placed on his lap before flinging it aside in anger, and then he whisked up a storm out of the joint as he felt his body surge with something approaching anger. The door was paintede black and he stepped out into the winter air only to be accosted by some small pellets of hail. The clouds had been giggly about the offering of acid and there was no truth they wouldn't guarantee in this mood, and so they bum bled on in their usual fashion, nodding up a storm as they continued to be reborn each day. The wind rippled a couple of stray grasses and the homes by the biggest weeds were able to soak up the most sunlight tomorrow, a shifting shadow residing on different planes but aligned for ecstasy.

These places were Straight District Nine, the house, and Race Street 7654 as well as Joust Street 2145. One was a squat brownstone delivering a concrete punch in its downstairs section, a wine cellar packed to the brim with quality wines, including a dossier sent by an Amish who doffed his cap in the proper fashion before uncorking the finest. And boy did he get paid to be a wine sentry. They cracked open an Amberly vintage 1949, and it was a sudden splash around the bottle that got their shorts a little wet, as soon as the photo that the girl took of the amish guy on the stairs was ready to be done, just as fast as it had all started it was away and gone; the last splash of wine fell to their stomachs weakly and the color drained from their faces. The thousands of bottles of wine in the cellar didn't mind much however, and they remained content in their safe spots, each little pigeonhole reminisicing about earlier times. The mirror seemd especially rectangular on this fine evening, and as the wine was digested, she gazed in to see what was on the other side of her personality, and her deliberate manner left some wonder as to whether or not she would be Narcissus. Eager and ready to jump, he hovered beside her vision, cackling mightily, and other spirits flew around her at this time as well. Their gleeful visages betrayed no other emotions, and it took the night to make them summon up wise thoughts from out of the blue, and the lawn that peered in on her through the bathroom window made her features stick out like beaks, something that would fier the chicken that had gone down with so much expensive wine.

The door shifted the noise of the toilet, and as she manuevered through the hallway, something from her past struck her and she felt upset for a second but it was only in passing, and she wondered whether all the things that happened to her would augment the time that these negative thoughts stuck around, and it was with galvanizing force that she struck a match in the night, weighing her choices carefully but ultimate allowing herself to break down. The porch was next to a bubbly brook that lifted the cares away from the night, allowing them to join the clouds in a merry go-around, a certain trick to their ineraction forming invisible beauty. The grass was dewey on this occasion from all of the rain that had faller just a few days ago, and each blade bent its back to deliver a mighty color flecked with color, a tile or two in the house suggesting the pleasant flatness of the grass. The baseball hit the glove with as fast a force as the tossers could provide, and this was one of the smaller yards in this neighborhood, most of them being three-story arrangements with much ado about nothing. A few houses down in the neighborhood known as Hexley, a granite facade welcomed any old visitors into the abode, but stood to guide by voices any would-be intruders, into the trash where they would be cleaned up and re-oriented with a strong bent toward rehabilitation. Steve was putting a button-shirt on, slowing wheedling the little guys into place, like wiping grease from an oven, but with more charm. It was yet another pointless task, but he carried on and put on his jeans. Okiru noticed that the haricot verts were popping their pods even as the night continued forward, and there were some outbursts that left the family feeling bad but the trusty metabolism kept them going in true fashion. The street was full of raucous voices and he yelled out to them to be quiet 'cause they were being annoying. Homeostasis the landscaper kept a couple of yards in mind as he toiled on, finding movie pictures zooming in at him from a couple of miles away, and the nearby trains cooed in alignment with the stars, each passenger like a line in Orion's Belt. The charts that they held allowed them to circumanagivate the globe in reverse, reminding them of what history had to fofder before it changed its mind all over the place, leaving treasure in as many nooks as it could, hoping that the treasure in the four corners of the world wouldn't get anyone drawn-and-quartered. The map was huge and took some finagling just to push it closer into the face, and all of the world's forces couldn't set me into motion any more than I wanted it to and the dogs barked in another room but I hardly noticed and there were multiple times I checked back in the story, where tomorrow I would be soaking up the image, the stray image that came to me when I read any of this dead matter from the press of some master who failed to keep the abode square enough to let the revenants in.

The TV droned on, and outside the branches weren't scraping the window, but there was a tune that two guys were humming at the same time, and it was because they were watching their favorite insurance commericial on television. Call it synchronicity, they did, and then failed to meet in the flesh to confirm what they posited as a fact. The beer got tossed in the fireplace, something a ritual finder would never dare to stake his claim as, and there was a fine glow to it all that made him feel happy, for the fire drank the beer down as well, making him anxious to move on to the next thing but the beer quieted these emotions. The fire crackled high and expensive, and it was a feuhi that summoned up the carriage from a couple of streets down. Being modernity, you would think that these things would have faded into whatever constituted a garage, but at this point it was as golden as Medea and awaiting the lunar landing. It gazed down on them as they made their way around the corner and felt their emotions drift off to the nearest signpost, harkening the arrival of Garish street.

The horses pulled against their yoke as the street handed it a couple of bumps and there was a nightmare on Elm street that ravaged their seat even as it made the horse feel good, and there was a Trump nearby who made the scene something to rejoice and there was perfume in the air that made them go bedazzled unto the next location, and this room they called Hebron left a stamp upon their minds that couldn't be effaced, a real dig into the past that held up these buildings even if it couldn't be stopped itself. The grass nearby felt a twinge of agony as it was trampled by the denizens of Hebron and they left their mark on the pavement, a slightly sodden shoe-print that was left on blacktop and there was a certain effervescence to the night that allowed the footprints to waddle absent-mindedly up to the hosue, requesting that the plot waddle like a couple of shoes up to their destination, reversing the efforts of the clean ones to integrate their niceties into the mainframe computer just inside. The street zoomed away from them, making for a solid couple of seconds before shorting out and allowing them to notice the same section of every tree and then forced themselves into a particular mindframe. The truest notions came up from the careless conversations, and they remained aghast as to how to remain in hiding from all the giant salty beverages that might wreck their palettes on the way down the hill and into the Monoplated LOight and Power, and there was a sign that they barely noticed as they cascaded down.

Les etoiles etincelent sur la soir particuliere, eviting the restricted bounds that was laid out for their kind before the days became young. A truth shone by them, offering ecstasy to thsoe in observance of the sky-rites, a troupe of note striking rerrant chords as they trampled the ground underneath. They set up shop in Providence, Rhode Island before settling into their fire, a night about which New York became the center of discussion. The vast cityspace rebounded in their minds as they mulled over what was left for them from the beginning times onward. No truths held the same status as the "gorge" one, a notable return to form that left them gasping for air at the door that opened it all, a reminiscence that alid out all the goods up front before packing it in. The rites didn't take that long to perform and largely consisted of saluting the heavens and thanking it for the daily sustenance. It was something out of the times of old where beasts roamed the land with impunity and there was little that could be said for their would-be masters. They scurried by the road after the fire died sdown, and their temperaments solidified alongside the road making for a fine view of the surrounding countryside. The wind hisse sin the trees and the branches caressed each other as though the night would never end, and they laid bare the certainty of the ground which soaked up their love juices. Their clothes whipped this way and that and they thought of nothing as they pressed into each other, offering to nature a spectacle that would match her in terms of beauty. The familiar house lay on the right, and they mulled over what was their favorite architecture, an expensive beauty that lay bare all the finer grains of the sand that left Rhode Island stomping around searching for its Giant parents. The certitude of moving in there and finding the body was less than a few percent, but they decided to ring anyway.

The house was of wooden structure, with a portico that summoned visions of ancient Greece, recalling the times when they were all polytheists and offered a glimpse of hope to the Jewish bible, asacrifice that would serve Zeus just as he served them. The bell had a lilt that dove into the floor before settling firmly into their minds, an occurence that left them batting at this or that idea of personality, something that barely hit them; they were thinking of what the host might look like, and as she came to the door theynoted her tete pop up, an atama of mighty bearing that left its mark on them from the well-lit interior. The door shudded open, offering all a glimp[se on the foyer, where jackets hung in gross profusion and they formed a tangle like a thicket. There were multiple times that she smiled, all in tandem witht he remarks they passed, and it made them all the more suspicious. This house was formerly owned by the occupants whiom Odysseus saw passed, and they had the itinerary right on the counter which was a crisply burnished marble that left all the right impressions on the mind. "Have you ever heard the name of Crispus Gomoft or Evelyn Prosidh? They might have shown you the house when the exchange was in its infancy."

"I've never heard such a name in my life. She spoke with utter candor, but with a slight wry smille that most would take as evidence of guilt. In truth, she had nothing to do with the murder at all, and was allowing instead her misanthropic qualities to shine out of the hosue, virtually blinding the passersby on the road, who at this synchronistic time raised their elbows to their eyes to take in the warm feeling of Rhode Island, a strong community vibe that left them feeling elated and well-to-do.

"Was the mortgage handled by the same bank as you thought it might?"
"It's been years since I stopped paying mortgage payments, but in truth there were many ways that the people could have gone, projecting their souls into the very etheric atmosphere begfore returning to gaze upon the lunar miasma from the side of the coast. The waves continued granting an epic view of the night, which had descended to punt its miasma all over the ground, which manuevered around like an endles dross on the nature of fog, and all the people descended the stairs having finished their discussion with a few stray remarks:

"Well, this house is suspect historically, it's like it's haunted or something. Watch the bank and ensure that would-be muggers don't siphon your funds from your bank account."

And as he said this someone was filling up their gas tank and it exploded, a smoker making a careless snatch at a fly as he gassed up his car, and like the burning oil fires of Iraq, they left mouths gaping in the store where they sold beef jerky and other times held down the fort, and it would take ages to rectify the situation and re-instate the pumps, pumps which saw so many cars drift in and out of their sway, a line-like reverie that left all the wheels spinning in tandem, a chorus of distant voices that occasionally shrieked but noften enough held their ground with the drum of the brakes.

The road left a deep impression upon the mind, vague glimpses into an eternity wrought with good times, a line of trees that passed with each impending doom of a fire, and it brought to mind all the California taste that coudl fill up a tank, a tried-and-true mimicry of a situation in the straightest roads in the United States, a ritual that held sway over all the competing voices as they peeled out over the remnants of the fire, all driving to one source, Athens. It was there that they needed to determine the epicenter and figured out the complex shape of its workings. They were artists, after all, and to pass up such an opportunity would be to besmirch their very nature, for they were strong opportunists. Merely wave something by their nose and they would be ready in a flash to change direction and elect to go beside themselves with rage and select every little flower on the way to their changed directions. Such changing of directions was central to their opportunism and they struck a few paces before the cars seemed to go in lateral directions, stripping nature of its solid grip on their minds and inviting in the glyph of artifice. The trees became ejected from their minds, not even residing as a pattern and not appearing to divide them from the other side of things, a few rustic farms that cut up the wood as though their farmers' lives depended on it. They pulled into Providence and the city seemed to sprawl outward as though giving birth, a sight that would leave many residents cheering about the New England Patriots just as one of the cars pulled in. The bridges left their mark, sinking into their world of desires before ensuring safe passage, all the while re-interpreting the iron logic of the polis.

Les etoiles se tinselait dans la plage, offering glimpses at the piscine as it ravaged the time that came in heaps and waves. Les attributes contributed their own, weighing in on the system as it chugged a couple more shots. The systeme was full of radical options, distancing it from its peers as though affording them healthcare options from afar. Options were gazing at them from across the way, ensuring maximal optimization from all corners of the globe. Le carrefour s'arrete, drifting from one edge of the monde to the prochain, a certified excellent way to distance yourself from the eloigne. Asehyi allume le bougie, epanouiing and eblouing it to a maximum difference, a trope that clad them all in grey, a reminiscience that brought the jardin out for a spin as they divided their attentions this way and that. Le drap et la flaggine weighed tomber on their minds as they unraveled their cerveaux to engage in petty demarcations. Les ordinateurs sont frappe a certain amount of tomfoolery, offering glimpses into what would come prochaine and what would lend their oreilles into the sourire. Invitant perspectives abound, there was a solid tomb that fell upon deaf ears, a trick that reasoned with them for decades on end, a surefire way to end a partnership. Tricks abound, they sorted a fine renewal before siphoning off the remnants of the gas and there was un element solide that left its fine nature upon the sable before reaching into their poches for errant coins. Dictating one element to le prochaine, they embarked on a new mission to slay God that left them gasping at straws and ensuring the well-being of the populace as it coasted around the plage and into a cove. Certainties assaulted them from all sides, but they remained immobile, offering connections that would be lain down from A to B that had nothing to do with the original intentions. Tricks continued eviting the etonnning waves of the naturel fabrique, a tonne of bullshit that lait you hanging from a post. Les levres leved their way through the murk and assembled themselves on the other side, remarquing on certain mindjobs that held sway even when they developped a certaine liclination towards chaut that held on tightly to the other cotes de la ville. Estranged from their comrades, they struck out upon the mer to struggle with the mwater-bound demons that lay chained to the waves, a certitude that left them with oxygen tanks at the foot of doom before engaging in flippant antics. They measured out their lives by ensuring the demise of the gods they once held dear, and on this oceanic voyage they encountered a couple of slices of Pangaea. No other attitudes could be made set for the triumph of the ages, a slick schooner that relegated its prpoensities to another station, finding days in between. The ruminants left their mark as the ship blasted through the ocean, laiting iro iro notions of the cosmos on certain foamy belches, a way through the cosmos littered with the detritus of ages past and formed upon the nucleus of rather trite identities. Nobody knew which way to turn, but the land that they sighted was without any properties and they couldn't find a way to drop anchor, so they all jumped off the boat and replaced their minds with what was settling up to be a precious amount of scorn. Le mechance divided their headspace and it was a full round of trickery before they made it to shore, where they washed up like the dead of old to be contained in the certain broach of conduct. The nmountains took shape in their minds before they saw the montagnes, and there would be little neige to go around avant-tropos. The solidity of their surroundings convinced them that there was a chemin to go yet, a hallucine tour that left them wondering where all the outils went and they couldn't find a tourist information center, a travel agency, or anything akin before settling their state of mind. This occured naturally and off of Satan, a roulette that nagged at their heels before setting them up in the loft that would end the century. La siecle ramified its existence before doling out the goods to everyone involved, for their moods shot up like a couple of court serrations, a night where their pasts haunted them like a couple of lonely ghosts who called the lost island their own. Les couleurs reflechired the cunning stare of the medusa just nearby, forming a pact amidst the chaos as it circled above them, raining tears of salt as it depicted the solider nature of the cosmos. Forme et taille reached utilsant the nature of the beast dividing him into multiple partager before entrer les ennemis. Certitude struck him as he frapped and left a searing mark on his chequebook and he was off touring the cite, a grand auteur de controverse abound with venom from the slick paws of one thing or another. Tricks utiise from the temps lweft their mark on the populace whose minds never quite recovered from massive shocks to the systeme, a branche of the ether taking note of this fine occasion and laissing it though there was no solide element. They wound through les rues, observing the latent sexual tension between les aspects de la francaise and the vrai became undistinguishable from the faux. OSo nuaged were their minds that they ended up dumping a bunch of baguettes on the ground, with sushi to bring upon the vanguard. Uninteressant lullabies left them crying for resolution in a bleak world, but they managed to wrap it together like a good lunch before diving out into the serene to figure out which way was up and which down. Enlivening discussion were being swapped in all the local cafes, bringing spiraling wordclouds down from the heavens to meet with the posh fo each eager entrepreneur. Elitists were on every corner, basking in the carrefour that becmame the cobbler carreaux.Les elements incroyables dictated their ready forme et taille as les immeubles reckoned out their spilling contents, les meubles, all over the city marble-laid inwork. And the bats were out of the cave on this day, retiring early with full bellies before packing it in for a light evening nap.

The cigarettes left their impression on the fumeurs, adorning the cotes des immeubles avec soot imprimer, les ideologies filling in the blanks with a rectitude supreme. As they quickened their pace, the tribe near the river caught its first fish of the day, marking a turn in their demanor, which lit up like the smokers on the streetcorner brought their eagerness to bear on the husky society. It was an imperfect wreath that brought them all together into one cohesive social hole, and the hunter-gatherers would be made citizens of the city for teaching their skills to the soon-to-be masters of haggling. They all watched the sun arc over the sky as they replenished their stores from each other, fully inter-linked parts of a sodden town that often saw the fall of snow when the villagers really prayed for it. They heard gleanings of the trial of Athens, and it was a Turkish coffee that set them off on this fine misty morning, where the cold demanded fire. Les feu founded a couple of naturel brigades, the first of which was someone's son, a scout named George, who resembled nature in its divine pride and summoned the courage up to be a firefighter someday. He made sure he had his flint and steel before arcing the flame into the kindling and letting the frow grow as he poetically drew himself away.

The massif spectacle that re-envisioned the essence led some to buy their gas elsewhere on this fine day, and they watched flakes fall and melt upon their bulky shoulders as the clouds flirted above them, making for a few moments of fun before they dashed into the uncaring process that led them through one loop and out another, into a different neighborhood with different problems. They couldn't bring to bear the finer natures of their existentiality but left their mark on the world, subtle though it may be. Les paysannes and paysages left a certaine dreariness about it that melded with the winter fog and there was little to be said but toasts in the ruminant kitchens of the worlde monde. Aspects brought themselves all to a tipping point, where the best of them became the worst of nemeses on this day, or sourves of potential mates. The notable elemtns left them gasping for air as they flipped this or that switch and determined the best course of action that divided their attentionslike a winding road. The grass thickened around their throats as they begged for fuller ruminance and they couldn't leave their own mark upon the earth, so it sufficed that they left those of all. Humanity came to a crux on that fine day and there were Prometheii left to bury their worries in the cracked lots of yesterday and tomorrow. Other interests remained growing on the market, and there would be a solid theme that would grant their ears a coherent friendship and as they struck around corners they met the eyes of some of the reisdents but left their worries at the doorstep. They stopped totie their shoes in front of one of the gaping multiplexes and they couldn't have been found in a better city than the great polis of Troy. The wind whistled between the muffs and softened their slow sludge through the sooty beyond.  Lights continued blinking and waving their way through their eyeballs, and it was a merry occasion for all on this day. One could hear the distant banging of hammers and the gargantuan nature of the machines as they lended their magnificence to the nearest passerby. Tricks of the trade remained couched in a thick few inches warranting gloves, and the gents were made into tightly-drawn carriages, ready for the local taxi service to replace them. Gold-rimmed spectacles lorded up the town as the man stepped into the carriage, hoping for a blast from the past. He was in a somber mood, but as the wind lifted so too did his spirits. The course of action for the city was ready and waiting for some action, something to be invested into it by the city as it wended its way into the thick beyond, hoping for a dash of what warmed you up being just nearby for the tired minds.

The shipments didn't take too long to be deliered, leaving them in happy spirits, at least for the time being. They were expected to be shipped on rails accross the country, a brown freight train that supplied even the smaller capillaries, hiding various treasures in their maws, a fine sight for the Follwoers of Smoke to engage their happier intentions. C'etait un boy voyage, a gazon that left its imprint on the la-bas, quelque chose que epanouir dans le jardin, un scene que jouer dans la rue avec les copains et copines. Les questions interrogatoire continue vetting their finer natures, a verite that left les drapes all clinging to their drapeaux. La nuit etait amer froid. Les institutions left their fine stamp over everything, blanketing everyone in a fine ligne de neige. The vent took controle over the hereux gens et dictated to them the forme of the polis. Neuf chevres were out munching on l'herbe, finding it to their gout and they left behind soft footfalls in the snow as they busied theirselves with their jour. No idle talk parled its way envers les buts, mais une glase fine lay over the glace. The verite de la situation left a fine footprint in their minds, quelque chose de trace as their left their carte on the verge of diaster, a couple of big rips tearing their way through the fabric of this other world huddled and ready to pounce at the intently scanning eyes that yawed their chemin. The trucks loaded up the goods and the goats all brayed, finding a delicate balance between porn and vie. Les autre dukes le demande: Devoyons-nous abrogate such effective notions so that they slide from the very notion of what could be called the mind. A lone man in black garb brought out the ramp for the truck before thrusted his hands into his pockets. It looked like a key to open one of the boxes on the truck and as he hunched in, he found that the program of the environment held fast to him, a joyous diversion that brought home certain trickeries and left him wondering where all the energy went and how it did so.

He stepped off the truck and doffed his cap, perhaps assuming a greeting to a random ghost, but perhaps just stretching the little bit of ice off of it, and he replaced it, shrouding his head in blue gauze. He was well=built, a man of his middle age, and he seemed like he wasn't going to be slowing down anytime soon. The verite was that he left his soul behind him many decades ago, finding that the superficial aspects of reality were easier to latch onto than others, but he ultimately had a rire at the jour on his was home from the travail. For eight years he had been hauling boxes, hoping to find a little stack of cash under a rock somewhere, and he felt ever-unfulfilled about the way that politics were going in his country. He had time to listen to podcasts on his way to and fro from worktravail, and he never laissed the merchandise qualite before performing the rote and rite of what constituted his world. The stairs led him straight up tot he office, which crouched warmly near the offices, spreading a warm light over the ground as if to beg foots to be placed on it. An emergency alert system for campus rapes and so forth was laid out to encourage the populace to emerge their way into a fully-fledged protective bubble that scanned the school from top to bottom. No itineraries left their spot here, for this was a no-fly zone, an earth that rumbled mightily from its term beyond the cigarette smoke, a fine gloss that left all the students licking their fingers only to find poisonous words on the other side. The council being held needed bouteilles de vin and il y etait multiple contingencies laid out for those who would be drinking too much, a litany of ungodly words flung from afar only to settle over the campus like so much snow. The foots slapped teh chemin, leading to intricate hangings on the doors, wreathes and gargoyle-like appendages, a vertible romp through the maze of snow. The truth was that campus would tell a lie, and who could guess it but the man with the package. Tat it was, the bottle of wine was fake, and he wasted all that effort trying to carry it up the stairs, but he was received warmly and that was all the gratitude that he needed. His shirt was a fleece-lined hoodie, and as he ambled his fine figure up the steps, he passed a lady who had the same thing on. He was a bit of a tomboy even into her later years, but mustered up enough grily grace to curtsy to him as though he were the most important guy in his day. The stairs seemed to shift around him as he whirled around to take a second look, for he swore he heard her mutter something that had vague soundness about it, something like "troupe you do." There was a brief moment that he re-oriented himself in, allowing it to jettison what she said and propel him further up the stairs. He supposed that she never turned around or would have any more say in his life more than that heartfelt moment on the stairs. Up one more flight in the same way and he spilled himself onto the red-carpet-lined floor, finding strength in his artistic abilities while he continued the freedom of movement toward the biologically imperated door. He could see from outisde that the populace was trading plurals and slurred speech like a bunch of amateur orthographers, and he distanced himself from them just as he opened the door, forming the light chat into something more of an actual idea.

He cracked the case open, smiling as the greetings faded from his mind, just on the cusp of hitting the craving, something that like a phasma operatede around him at all times. He was known to put down a few beers aday and held his liquor like a champ. With vague nods and perfunctory smiles, he immersed himself in the design of the room, which held movie posters dating from the green-tinted wall. And as it happened, there was a jungle-themed picture that took on some of the lines that he drew within his mind, forming an uncertainty but one that had been dipped like a hand into meaning. The table was cased in linoleum, hiding scattered goods from the prying hands of the public sphere, the table that let everyone hang up the metaphor on the coat-rack. And damn, it was a fine sight, like a golden brazier flirting with the dabs of light. He placed his coat fluidly on the rack and left the smiles hit his back for just the moment he needed.

The origin of Japanese took place over a long period of time. The excrescence divided its lot into the former bearing making for a tried-and-true division of labor that eked its way out of the mess and into new territories. The descent from the bus took place in many different locations, a thorough-bred melange of activity that swirled around like a bunch of brouillard. Les etangs certified that there would be change over time and this took place in the concrete minds of those who partook of the society. There was at first a  caste system of feudalism that lent one's ear to the many plights of the poor, dividing the nature of the cosmos up a couple of notches before settling back down into place. The slots were mad at work, hopping with electricity as they certified that the history of the rekishi would lend itself to novel uses, a vertible mash that led to the evangelization of certain aspects of society. Tricks be told, there were many potholes that could have been avoided but they led their way through the muck regardless. True to form, they landed at a certifiably distant realm, a truth that Nara would be holding dear to her fastnesses from day one on. Lest it should become clear, those who fortified the town would be up-in-arms if they discovered that there were no chances for them to empoloy arms, and this morphed into a samurai ecology that left the ruins smoking even as they divided their time through the distant rays of the sun. Truth be told, there were few set-ups that left impressions on the mind and it could be said that there were poverty-stricken Japanese people subsiding on rice, a field made into a couple of squares that lend itself to novel opportunities. No drudgery left such an impression upon the mind, and it was the duty of all Japanese people to clamber up and down from the bus, making an ori-ness that fell squarely into place as they were wont to do. The shifting of the capital lent a striking air to the paysage, a certain rhyme that could not be uncovered despite all the dating and all the arrangements of things shinned, kicked in the door where there were few resources to go around. The ideology lent boons to travel, and often this was to places in China and India, which gave the necessary cultural impetus for the language to unravel and bloom in its own place, nested in the wreath making its spot upon the door. The next town lent an air of security which fostered good tidings that swept the countryside like so much freezing wind. It's a connection between Chicago and Tokyo which raise them to transnational status, allowing for the Chicago Boys to reign in their carriage before setting off into new dimensions. The major sticking point of the truth of travel left Japan subject, like Greece, to many different modes of transportation, a verity that left them untwining the various causes of ill-will in their capitals. The capital city thus became a major symbol which held the crafts of society and waited, ready to pounce, just before they selected the newest toys they they could use before moving on to new things. The weather patterns shifted them across the landscape just as the monks sat waiting, ready to pounce, upon whatever arranegemtn was held to be a cityscape, Thus the accord between the city and the countryside became a type of government that lasted for ages until its natural decline as dictated by Jared Diamond's Collapse. The feelings were swirled around, begging for a description that lent itself to being dissected, a tripe around the world that left critical elements waiting to be uncovered. Destinies held fast against the grain as they purloined, these bandits, something apporaching an eipphyte that relied upon the succor of the city before returning , like The Proposition, to their hideouts thick in the heart of the jungle. The arrangements of the tori-i left a certain awareness to the composition that left some desperate for words to assign to the major textual diversion that constituted the trips around the world. In time they would find that their efforts were not miserably squandered upon petty insights; but it's true that world-ending cliches could make for decent fodder at the dinner table, where nobility gossiped over tankards brimming with glistening beer-foam. There is a universal element to nobility that leaves one to wonder how the countries of the world became divided in the first place, and to this question, there is no decent answer.

No gaps between the cities left sour tastes in anyone's mouths, but there was a certain fluidity to the travel that gave birth to civilization and there was nothing a plane from the future was able to project, while in motion, a version of the future that bent its back before a grisly dystopia. Les aubepines changeais leur facade d'abord divvying up the objets, un monde que trouve tel hanashies avant de tropos de jure that left the champ for a certaine discrepancy. Les firs left obvious marks on thesociety, bringing paper into the fore before tucking it shizuka into the woodwork to come jumping out of the very nature of the cosmos like a Lvecraftian wedding. Les dealers d'art summon a certain mentality that permeates the ages and leave syou wondering, just exactly what is the deal with airline food? The circuits that brought up from foster carew the spare strings of civilization also welcome certain dangers into the modern corpus, constituting a bildungsroman that leaves a laisse changue that divides certain aspects of the civilization  falling behind. Les outils aportent un bon execution, un que dossiers the goods on the chikatetsu. Thus there would be standing on the many trains one who tatsued before allowing the gender dynamics of Japan to flourish into a full-fledged mentality. The non-dual recombination of elements with certaine emeillant aspects lends credibility to the thesis that Japan brings home the troops with a finishing touch, a finite realite that brings much to the table and sits down to the fundmental assiette and serviette. Les foods amene a proiximate air of uncertainty to the atmosphere, one which devours the tropes as they exit from the other way, inviting a solemn nod to the necessities of change and re-arrangement. Lexical variability laid out the path before the chemin aas able to swoop in and take its place. Thus the man'yoshu provided the necessary padding before manuevering into another section of the cosmos to nesure that there was nothing to be left behind. The travel left many landscape features in tow, something that brought a fixed notion of what would be static and what would fluctuate, a cerebral notion of how to divide up the spoils when they were re-arranged. The insects humming in the distance reckoned a new realite for the time being, affording glimpses of fresh scenes that were painted before one's very me, a merry-go-round that left positive, lasting impressions upon the mind. There was an element of the beyond to it that bent its back before the good ways, allowing traffic to build up before unleashing pent up energies that caused damage to the internal framework. The necessary mechanism of propulsion divided the room as to the nature of the fortitude that left certain aspects up for grabs, a letter tucked under the flap that would relieve newer civilizations of their increasingly internal burdens.

The truth was that they didn't know what was up, harnessing an energy that was way above their heads. It was a division of society that caused such recklessness, but they couldn't exactly pin down the origins. The earthquake had split the town, submitting its contents to much cosmic scrutiny, but the residents settled down with their belongings and all went well from there on out. The landholdings were up for grabs, and they assisted the nobility, these counts and dukes, and it was a long time before they knew what had hit them. An epic famine had swept the countryside, relegating all the silos to cloud ine, where they would be unilaterally disassembled and laid bare before the world had even been created. The levels could be called something like castes, and there were those considered to be unclean, but they managed to work their way up the ranks with something resembling the American climb. Class mobility struck them as something utterly alien and foreign, and without further redress, they were relegated to the garbage heap, with all the trash strewn all over the streets, only to slide into the central lake. The topography was something of a calligraphy, opening up fresh vistas of internal scrutiny before falling upon their loins, a redress that took place in such a proper order as to demand further analysis. The cadres left their trash at the door of every house, something of a red swash of goodness that rent open such new vistas as to demand further scrutiny. Truth be told, it was an epic event dependent upon the ears of the most scrupulous of upstanding citizens. The facts were such that they couldn't ream the bags of sand, something affirming their very nature even as it was painlessly evaporated from them.

The beings had something of a sinister nature to them, given they were summoned from the very blackest of abysses, a race previously unknown to the happy residents of wherever. The truth was that they didn't have enough of a committee to deal with the problems; instead, they opened up a new Pandora's Box to allay their fears, something that had been committed from the very get-go by somewhat passive ghosts, a recknoning that healed all time before it unleashed its pent up energies. The tricks of the trade had all been used to divvy up the spoils, and they laid a reckless hand upon the pot before allowing the contents to spill over. No itinerant priests would be laying their hands upon such things but many would-be occultists did, at somewhat of a distance. It took the Lovecraftian paradigm and flipped it on its head. Such natures were never meant to be discovered, and as they lurked at the margins, various epiphanies unleashed their contents upon the world, spilling brains from one portion to the next, a sonorous gambit that left some grasping for more but others down for the count. The multiple classes of society mixed and mingled, and it was up to the big-wigs to align such madness and direct it into the proper channels. The grain was sold at a rate that would have economists jumping for joy, but it was set in such a miserable context  that no one really knew the difference; it was a sordid affair that grew up near its constituents and cognates but left  a similar trail to the dead ones that some would call it cosmic alignment. Such certainties weaved through the cosmos at an epic rate, making for more death as it summoned the abyss to do its bidding, thereby converting it into a void. This would occasionally float above their heads, inviting them to make rampant speculations about their issues and how they could pertain, but in the end, it was about a famine. The islands were plagued with a certain nature that left they open to the lapping waves, inviting new speculators to settle down and maintain their strong bond with the mainland. The biomes excreted something of a shell for those who would wander far from her, and it made them foam at the mouth with ecstasy, something of a novel approach to colonization.

The waves lapped at the boat as it set sail, inviting new possibilities into the mix before unloading the contents onto the very shores of consciousness. The truth was that no one had any slaves in their hold, but there were many deckhands who would be claiming that the reistance was for them. They settled into calques but led their troops as though there weren't any tomorrow, bhoping for fresh opportunities to rear their ugly heads, and their adventures took them very far ashore, allowing them to latch onto what was a new and exotic reality. Visions came and went, inviting the mad speculation of internal agents, a forsooth that took the place of augury before allowing them to settle into their downy beds. The barracks was fully decked out with comfortable beds, and the new nation welcomed their cause to the chest, and it didn't take long to rise up against their masters. There were multiple changes of landholdings that allwoed some class mobility but there was little that could be said about the summer and winter monsoons. The truth managed to escape their fleeting minds on such an adventurous day, but they were hardly able, these resistance, to bleed over into other compartments, a stab of light in the eye that brought the book further forward into their minds, soaking up the environment as it left its characteristic mark upon travelling society. Certain appendages left their mark upon the situation, leaving truths begging to be dissected upon the table, and there was an element of truth therein that sought to uncover the truth, wherever its meager hideaway might have been. The council left a trick or two up their wet sleeves, and it was a soldier's ramifications that left him gulping down the latest offerings, uncertain as to where the freshest of wind might lead him.

The year was 1682 and there was a sever backslide of water. It took place in their minds, allowing the natural course of events to channel their energies further into the canyon. He passed by it on horseback, and with a tip of the cap to no one at all, ventured further into the unknown. The class struggle took place in many different places, offering the canopy to any unscrupulous observers who would end up giving their all to the cosmos in many of its different facets. Certainly they opened up fresh vistas that stretched from the Jurchen plain all the way to the Japanese center and it took place without even a nod in the proper direction, attaching itself instead to a certitude that coursed down their vision like so much rain. The acid took effect and they were wheeling through space, speculating on how the horse came to be domesticated on the steppes and there was an element of the Han that left them grasping at straws to try to level the playing field with each other. They stormed in from the Northeast, offering a hope to the prisoners of the camp that they would, at long last, be freed of the daily torments. The troops stormed in, confronting a citty with many gates and many watchtowers on the corners, making for a formidable bastion that lagged behind its  friends in glory and splendor. The salt was ground in by many a boot, making for a peaceful crunch that complemented the white garb of the purveyors of this defensive attitude, and it took a great amount of force to puncture that bastion of hope, making for discussions of the weapons of war used in here, and the bow-and-arrow was notched on quite a few crenellations on this wall, not to mention the burning oil that opponents would occasionally toss on their fellows, a sure-fire way to excite the fresh blood in the military, pushing them further toward their goals of re-unification with the mainland. The two territories had split about a hundred years ago and they maintain fierce ties to this day, cultural ties whose origins can only be speculated upon but mean a great many blessings to those in the military, playing the music as they rush off into battle. The walls were of a certain stone which came from the Korean heart and it didn't take much for the Japanese to start importing it after the war, depsite all the fallen soldiers that lay bleeding into the selfsame stone.

The stone was shipped in huge bundles upon pulley-and-ladder systems, offering fresh wars for those into the physics of the operation, and the magnificently tall walls invited speculation as to how everyone got control over the elements in order to fashion such a colossal appendage and ensure its proper functioning. Artillery from afar rocked their world, making it an operation that left the battering ram out in the cold, a new way to break down the defenses of the city. The glaive left the troops scattered and it was the huge ball that left certain of the soldiers scrambling to make contact with those left back home, so much stone levvied at their opponents that it flooded them with memories just on the eve of battle. The river rushed by just as they were assembling the cavalry for the upcoming foray, and it was not long before the city wall was puncutred, offering a rivulet at hope that constituted the bloody mantra that saw the war through to completion. Once complete, they let down their queues in a gesture of goodwill toward the universe, allowing their hair to fall naturally to the earth, a pleasant offering that warmed Gaia's heart. The energies from the earth sent shivers up their spines as they trekked through the wilderness, seeking a lost artifact that became lost in the context of the war, and it was so many dozens of miles through thick tree-cover before they were able to find the sworde, and it rounded out the need for the further progress to latch on Arthur's Dominion. They were able to polish the sword with the whetstone made from Korean granite, and they left the place it held with awe and reverence approaching finality. Their fatalist selves became sharpened along with the sword on this fine day, and when they planted it in the ground they could feel the vibrations of the earth succumbing to the same fervor that the hand greased on to the sword, and it was not a far cry from a Shinto-esque connection with outside forces. The truth was that they would not make it far before their appetites took over, and the waterskin that they had was filled with the finest spring water from the nearby grottoes, a manageable influence on their religion that they had seen in so many paintings from their homeland of Japan. SO many had tried and failed to retrace the steps of their ancestors to find those springs, and so it wasn't surprising that the land that traced Korea to the springs was known as the Valley of Death.

The made it through the tre4es, winding their way along paths that had been assembled out of nothing, a veritable trek through the phog of hell that left them ensuring their proper footing through difficult tangles and mad epiphytes. The forest always sang their name, inviting fresh feelings to come pouring in at an oblique angle, an offering from the Lord that left them stewing in juices that even the jungle heat could not bring to a boil. The sweat, however, coursed down their brows and they couldn't be damned wiping it off, so the jungle remained a challenge even as they maintained their pure trajectory, inviting in blessings from the forest that the Lord had set up long ago. The blessings came directly from their roots, ensuring proper passage through the demesne that left some scratching their heads in dismay as they occasionally handled their sword at night, for there were many animalistic forces that would bear inon them, save for the fire that kept them safe. With each flicker and crackle there was another potent reminder of their humanity, which would slip like so much blood thrown through a wolf's skull, a gesture to nature that left Gaia sopping up so much carnage from the mouth of the wolf as it saw itself through its final days. They were howling at night with a courage unparalleled in this demesne, a viscerally affecting call of honor that matched its duty to fearsome appearances, eyes that glowed in the dark with implications of fury. They pulled the sword back out of the dirt and this marked their ten-mile output from the original site, and it wasn't long before they were able to carve out a fresh niche in the surrounding countryside, a campagne that hosted so much life that it was as brimming a beer. The crickets barraged them with so much force that they felt the earth speaking to them again, and they, given it was night, were always on the lookout for thugs, something that would chill their blood in a matter of a sliver of time. The truth before their arrival was already spreading, and it would be renown for the city for the whole continent, and the ways were always changing as they swerved through the trees, sometimes working their pace to a definite hustle and other times slowing down to feel their pulse in the jungle that harnessed so many energies.

Les aubepines eclabousse dans le matin. Ils ne veuvent pas jouer avec les copines, mais ensemble sort of ralentir sur les croitre sur les balcon, un element qui quelquefois attache un repose sur le gazon. A trick of the trade, made noticeable by its disparu, un sort de taille que cerveaux up the snatch. Certitudes came coursing by, eclaire dans tel information officiel, a Hollandoise que retain such aspects as can be peuxxed through the proper forme. A facon de la cote led them through the bois, a hike that would seem interminable, but left certain aspects of God in its wake. The official purportment was that there would be a parade in his honor, relinquishing any grasp he would have had over the present. It took them ages to work through what was formerly a trip through les pieds, a marche that divise les opponents into plusieurs groupes, an action that tokoroed in multiple lieux, a chambre that left its mark upon societe, transforming it into something totally foreign to what it was used to. Les lampes sont dans le cuisine, making for a trip through the murke that tout agreablement quelques amis cherchait to be reckless to the extreme. Denki struck and returned its maile in due time, making for a qualite that surrounded them at temps que trouve un aspect grande out of the whole thing. A zoo made its way into the picture, sunning its best by atributing the foray into the nix as a trick of the trade, something devised way back into the past but which passed its nature by fully, something that was considered to be a masterwork sword, something out of  Kill Bill that made you embittered by certain of the actions taking place around you. Le lumiere etincele et fremisse, fait un bon voyage dans les certaines journey into the inconnu. A verite surrounded them, making them bask in all of its former glory without re-imagining any of the inherent components. No idees aucunned their way out of the trap, for there were few objets that could relinquish hold over what they had, for they were tenacious in the extreme. Adhesive documents left the area of choice, knocking out its code in a matter of a few minutes flat. The  escapist nature of it all floored them, making for a rumination best slapped onto the past, basking in all ofd its former attributes without sacrificing any of its traditional candor. The blithe car-like speed with which he tackled life was something out of a movie, marking each turn as a pivot that would draw you near like a GPS gone haywire. Tricks of the trade appeared to differentiate the goals but there were few strange aspects to it all that left them befuddled. No trains made it around this cadocoin and it was with an element of scorn that he saw them good-bye, crossing off some facets of his wishlist before settling down. There was a grandiose feeling that seeped into the airwaves, underhandedly pushing its agenda forward.

There was a striking resemblance to the pile of corpses next to the ccracks where the statue was to be erected. Two streets away, there was a railroad that would be entrepoting the latest goods straight-beamed into existence. The clatter and busybody of the city left a striking impression on the mind, drawing you in like an armoire set to explode in real time or in a half pint. Odysseus continued his journey and his voyage beyond the lakes set him up for a gay love affair that culminated in a brief rubberneck toward the lake, something the Sex side of the lakes would offer for consideration. The city on the other end was filled with boisterous warp and weft, a program set on every glowing box in the vicinity. Les aubepines took stock of what was before them, bowing their drooping heads as if possessed by some palnt-kin religious ecstasy. The hedge seemed from far away to this solitary hi-dweller to be bin-ned out of the proper stratosphere. The earthquake would never strike again, but as the skateboarders foretold, there would be a tsunami that was not precipitated by an earthquake, something totally dis-attached from the ocean like so much mind-matter being splashed down from above, landing in imperfect oval-shaped napalm that led to the only thing that they would recall, a statue that seemed to be in infinite precariousness to the wave from which it was born and there was a night on the town that paid lip service to the lakes, Odysseus just now thinking of the earthquake that he harvested the power from, and there was a little breeze that picked up his beard, letting it fall as it may through the crags that bore the fruit of his curiosity. The dead people found that they were being sorted by some cops, a couple of guys whom Odysseus once met in a bar and somehow recalled their full names, Jean Sorrelius and Nate Atomizer. He figured it would have to be a concoction of multiple legal changes, but in reality it was the virtual reality version of Fallout that led them to draw the guns, and ultimately fall, being shot in such a simple manner on a day when the earthquake would be celebrated. It was all over the news, something that gave the town some of its character, and it was before long that there would be a cornucopia for the skateboarders held by the twon's Olympics Guild, and like the real Olympics, they traded stocks by day and wrote music reviews by night. It was a hurried affair, something placed way down on the totem pole by the militia, whose boats currently set their sights and sails upon the most lividly vivid toys imginable, steaming around town without a care in the world.

The bodies were hauled in teams of two, and it was not long before the coroner had a final say, but the ultimate question fell to a standstill; that is, nobody would be able to identify the body and it was left to the town's newspaper correspondents, a eulogy that left little to the imagination, full to bursting at the seams with information as could be packed into such tight quarters. The wheels continued spinning around, offering a haughty view of the city and the boarders whipped the wind like a flame, allowing their inertia to power the town with fresh amateur videos, as they occasionally paid some of the youth a finite sum to come film and then post their videos online, and since all of them were rich, it was with suit at hand that they toured the city, turning it upside down with fervor, and it wasn't long before they had most of Troy down pat. Maps of the city stood tightly packed in rows on the streets, inviting blatant speculation that the cosmographers were ready to split the seams of the board and watch a couple of crashes which they would out of duty dulyly mark this on their maps. The lakes held a couple of snake eyes, glaring circles that held much weight, and there was a lipstick smear on one of the cosmographers that held his attention just long enough to smile in recognition at the paper when he realized the concurrence of reds. Les plantes held their attention just long enough to continuer their leur journie sautour les jungles, something that showed up in the corners of the map and brought back memories of the Marauder's Map. Jungles danced around a mysterious city known as Flack and it was not long before they, the discoveres of flack, met with certain disturbances in their dreams. It was a Lovecraftian nightmare, servicing their split minds in such a way as to constantly transmogrify their already scrambled mindspace into something approaching the most fearful lust they have ever felt. Charles, one of the barkeeps, stood at his door and was able to watch a couple of these interestingly dreamed looking-of youths and found that they ambled along with such fashion that he barely knew how to respond, something that came from deep within everyone assuring them all that such a meeting, though fleeting, was ultimately a collective exercise. The city sped around them, envelopping them in its gaze as Muhammad passed the local church, humming a song that came from way back and lighting up a number of doors on the way around town. The usury left some aghast as they scoped out the latest bank, something cobbled together in a matter of a day, something its builders were very proud of. The skateboarders, currently grinding, held the town in its grasp as much as they wanted, something of a liberality fashioned by the cops as they turned the infintie lasso that constituted the dregs and fludd of their work.

The situation was plastered all over the news. Countless observers of the piecemeal cosmos were digesting bite-sized broadcasts summoned from the very depths of their psyche. He flipped the channel, finding out thta there was a murder investgiation going on and little could be done for the victims at this point, but he felt their presence as if they were murdered in his very home. Named Mit Illoi and Margaret Ombord, they were crisply set into the fixtures of the photo, shashin their booties ass though made for another time entirely. And it's true that the investigations set off alarm bells in their mind, but their staid approach to the TV-relaxation time belied the grisly truth of it all. He opened the door and was greeted by a warm wind, something just over the mountains that would leave a solemn smell over it all, cast like a couverture, blanketing the user in a warm fog that complimented the warm fog of the city. Smoke bellowed from the chimney and it was true that he left a fire behind, opting to divulge his secrets before the wind, acting in front of no-one. It was true that he was a lonely man, nursing the soccour to any would-be diversive ducked into the alley. He fished for reasons to justify his actions instead of merely living life carried along by the currents that the far-away river would overturn and crash in a matter of moments. The bodies were being hauled away just as the broadcast was reaching their ears and it was a dirge that filled the town with collective anguish, but the skateboarders maintained their lifestyle, never looking back, as they passed the body-bags with no more than a fleeting glance, wanting to dissect the city and its sprawled tangle, opting for the wind to carry them rather than allow their minds to drift into dark spaces, where the spirits of the dead arwe said to live. The facade was red, with a small sign affixed to a pole right above the first storey's windows, which hid many descents into attics with yet another divider, a trick that counted all the dividing objects into the realm of utter similarity/ The top floor windwos had their blinds open, and the dying sun sipped at the apex of the building, begging it to compelment the giver of life hen it finally laid itself down to rest. Next door there were shops and offices, and in this part of town the long boulevards would add to the resonance of person and city, offering fresh glimpses into the past and future, fusing the city and countryside into a definitive composite. Not too far down the list of shoppes was a bank that sat squat like a tumor on Washington Boulevard, and it was said that across the seas there were cities whose boulevards extended for miles and miles, like a giant hand that bent itself over backwards to continue its Vedic morphing. The visitors to this town played a game with their money, and Monroe bank was here to stay. There was a nearby casino that had a distinct pavilion that butted up against the roadside. If this were winter, there would be ice trucks all over the place, paying tribute to the braziers outside, the customers warming their red hands, and it was this red that left them blushing in amazement when they unearthed a hefty sum from the casino, something in the thousands. The history of the two towns left a scintillating shard of wonder in ther minds of those who had been to both places. It is said that the founders of each knew each other in another life, and that the conurbation, which would never reach each other across the shores, was something of the city reaching for a heaven, growing like economics wanted it to, and filling out the pock-marks like they were the legendary potholes of Anderson Township. The city had about a million residents, with a sparse density that led some in circles in discovering the city, finding the striking point of all the portals upon their knockers, allowing travel between the cities to take on a desultory character. The city blinked its lights on, and there was a deathly, lambent feel to the maze of small shoppes, and in this area of town there was a potency to the wind that was said to carry perfume on the backs of monks to the shores of Athens, something Istanbul, being so far away, couldn't control, and it was like this situation to unravel, breaking the shoppes' windows in tandem with the rise of the mountains from the gravity-bound residents of this flat town. The snow-capped wonder drove them forth to their chores, some sticking to the same street and others ducking in and out of a linear point of travel. For they were eager to see the sights in addition to buying their necessities, for what else is a city in the minds of the beholder. The mountains beckoned, offering a lee to any would-be adventurer to challnege himself to the peaks, raising a flag for the nation he belived in. Animals wandered the valleys, catching prey that manifested itself as a land of plenty, something that brought together the city with the surrounding countryside. The flow of traffic bent beneath a light, the owner of the car thanking the history of the town and its frequent carriage traffic, for offering a speaker-led alternative. The reflections of the glass and steel monstrosities borrowed their daily bread, and the city continued stubbornly sitting even into the moonlit night.

It was a thorny situation, for the cracks were starting to distend before the night was no longer young. The wind swept the sparks from the fires under the bridges as the homeless settled in for the night. It was an usually warm wind for this side of Chicago,
and it took all the effort in the world for the crew involved to forefeit themselves to the wind's grace and charm. It hit them squarely on the backs, something that one of them remarked that the wind must've planned the location, or had a head-start. The buildings seemed to narrow as they trudged toward their inevitable destination, and this street was desolate on this fine day in the Spring, with views of the water that were on the TV just as the dead couple got murdered. The fire sat in embers, dwelling over to whether or not to append a certain rush of fear or to sizzle out like a wreck turning itself upside-down. The embers would thus slip through the clutches of the log to fall sedately upon the finish, lacquered mahongany. In fact all the floors of this house possessed mahogany floors, something that grew up with the rest of the houseon these familiar streets, in these familiar memories. The blood had to be cleaned up by the crew who ointed their way through the leader and out into the other side of the intersection, this one being one of the biggest ones in town. Not that there were any vast changes in lanes, but there was enough give-and-take to warrant a tight investigation, pushing against the open sports in the city to catch corners and snatches of spry buildings, some of them seeming like they showed up every night.

"It's another far-away location again. Perhaps the wind will guide us where we need to go. I'm really lost in this city, your city, man, you know it a little better than I at this point. You might as well join up with National Geographic on your big Chicago tour.
"It seems like their breadth isn't that vast; it's more something like a modern almanac that you would end up having to turn to, something that gave you raw demographic data couched in history, a real down-to-earth guide to all the nooks and crannies around. It's hard to say what's gone unexplored and what we would need to explore it any more than just a camera from decades ago or a shot of the good shit to keep us going.The city is knowing only of its maze-like residence. It finds comfort when lost, because it knows only the walls behind which it was born."
"The lake seems to go on infinitely, like somebody's cup of apple juice found a way to jump back to the Stone Ages. It's really like the footprint of a giant with all his urine in there and stuff, an amateur archaeologist hunting for the impressions left deep in the earth's core as the water cooled ash into fire. On a street like Giovega, no one knows how long the wind will continue to haunt you. It's like it is posing for the recapturing of certain areas of the city, its adherents coaxing another corner of the desired time, something that they could call their own in the city, a veritable playground brimming with whatever ideas you attach to it."

So the city moved on in its own way, sinking further into depression as the waves casually mocked the flies, something of a bittersweet relationship that ended up being the nightmare of the guy from The Shape of Water. A door opened and closed, the familiar sounds not taking note of any specific memories but tugging at one's heart strings nevertheless. The lamp outside his house had an elaborate cup, sort of like an ampersand, a rich tribute to the curtain falling, the times when all the back-panelling came into focus for the viewing pleasure of all.The light was shaped like a kalamari and shone like an octopus emerging into the brilliant light from his dark hovel, deflecting beasms in circular motion that brought the ocean into view before it crashed on the now-receding footprints. The sand held great import for the time-loving beachgoers, creating a bonfire faith that would exceed the boundaries of what was previously merely a pretty heat.

They didn't spend too much temps speculatrice dans le vogue, interpreting as willed something best taken at the coeur. It reminded them of their souvenirs, quelque chose quia added into the mixture of the melange of chemicals, a drastic shift in tone that left the parler for another jour. The kaze picked up the storm and left a weir in the hatch, dictating instead something best absorbed through the venus hatchet. The brisk manner in which this gentleman shuffled off a few good lines of poetry masked even the rawwer truth that there is no god to deal with on so uncertain terms. The lines were straggling to a thin point, elevating their inertia to the point thast it circulated around the room in so much circulation helivcee. The truer naturels left a distinct mark on the terrain, shifting focus instead to another land of plenty that provided all the fruits of civilization in one marvelous banquet. The truth remaind elusive, finding new heights where it might have ducked low, inviting a storm of speculation at the apex of the summit. The troupes left the cavalcade with a wink in their eyes, a floating storm of generative matter that disturbed only the finest dreams of these weavers, sextracting their legs for potent venoms that would be lavishly dunked on all the enemies of the constitutional. The tricks up their sleeve led them through a narrow bypass, a trick that maintained its inertia long enough to make some waves, a longtitudinal that marked their bearing through the water. They were trudging by, hoping for a glimpse at what they thought was divine steam, something that had the trappingsa of a festooned robe but glimmering for but a second in that warm light. The truth of the matter was that the lake ganrled them thoroughly, inviting a pause for a brief time to view the train as it hurtled through the underwatre tunnel, escsaping the speed of light at a spree unknown heretoofore to the closest bathroom. The lake drained its contents into a local barge, filling it to a huge capacity with a barrel of bundles left by the wayside on some abandoned dirt road, fitted to keel over through its residents at a nautical mile of about a hundred yen. The truth remained on the surface of the lake, diving through it in such a manner as to summon tsunami-like hallucinations, a trip through the void that landed them right back where they were and it wasn't long before bthe steam coalesced and rolled over itself, couching the lake in pastel tones that all seemd to fade into one long distraction, something that seemed very petty to the onlookers but ultimately something that they wouldn't partake of anyway. The sloppy road diverged sharply, inviting a curse into the midst where there were merely tracks before. They steamed as they hit the shoes, soaked up what blows their pieds would land on them, invitant un bon chemise pour les accoutrements de la videob. They didn't know how much energy they were coming to secrete on a steam-punk level, noting instead the air which seemed to be breathing their poumons in through a straw. It took them jours to excavate tel etonnements, soudain shifts in circuitry that left them gasping for air on the shore. The tricks of the matter would not adhere so strongly to the path, and there was a ghost in their way that seemed to flip about the landpays without much cerveau paid to the ame. And it was thus that he selected the choicest shit around, dangling the zeitung before his eyes as though to devour it in one take. It was a sorely missed opportunity, but one that split up their gaze just as the lake was coming to terms with the footprints. The gas all seemed to origine in the moyen, somethjing best relegated to the slight layer of foam protruding from Barry's mouth. Bob was not so curious as to speculate on why that little bit appeared there. The gears shifted down, lowering them through their path as it roleld up to try to catch them and ended up gettign crushed by giant waves of foam, something that harkened back to the auparavant. The little urges tugged at them as the red flowed, circulating a wry roman pillar as it threw the light sideways, the Romans taking the light with them as they observed from a distant balloon. It was five million units of helium, leavened by a slight inclination of hot air, and it was through this rolly mess that the speculators Bob and Barry left their hats, something of a souvenir for the eau that serait left to dangle in the outskirts of the civilization. The boiling mists receded, leaving a bendy mess of sofa stuffings, which was code name for the lake moving elsewhere on the radar of all the people involved. It was straight up in the air when it was discoivered again, something they righted by just tipping it over a snatch, something that made them feel good. They were all warpped up in this conspiracy, something to hide the lake from potential viewers lest it come back to haunt them in uncertain terms. The landscape seemed to fade into the scenery, and it was a trick of the night that led their distant hum through a portal to another dimension. Here they witnessed tricks be performed by a boggly-legged cat-woman, a gypsy from afar who worked her energy into many sexy bangles, something dictated to her by the gods of the lake. It was not through this understanding of terms that they leapt aside, provokign a common din from the interior arteries of the storm basin.

The arbeito that laid sigee to the  city was left with a man who was just coming off his tour of the lake. The steam tore at his pores, but his frail yet bold body wqould not permit such entrance to so many lunar miasmas. The trick was in keeping up a certain pace, where he could seee the dead bodies being dragged across the hilltop to suffer some ignominious fate trundling hay with a mouth full of led. The hill stole away from the path, making open the laide naturels of this group, a gang of harpies who stole on by the facade held up by those in power, a sign pointing toward the city of Athens. Many journalistes would attribute the factity of the cops to be of a rather jaded calibur, but it was with a striking note of assurance that they plowed forward with the investigation. This was the meanest hill of them all, seeing the cops roll the bodies down the hill into the lake as though striking at the scenery from a distance. It was the body of Arthur and Marie that toyed with their minds, and it was not a lick and a half too soon to summon the necessary agents to contact the city. They rovered around in pristine motion, bringing a rather extreme variety of push into the verve, making for a trip held between parties for all the cats in the world. They, Bob and Barry, fell out of the hole at the top of the hill and there was a deadening crunch as they took their guns to hips right upon falling, disorietned as they were, but the cops were quick to draw as well. The skateboard hovered there, seeming so incongruous, but it would ultimately retain some water to draw upon the speculation of the enwizened young minds. The route would ultimately lead them down some interesting rabbit holes, something that got their spirits off just enough to cool down to the next one of earth's longing flails.

Turning around, he miasmed across the field just long enough to shoot looks at Jonathan, and it wasn't without a lick of sense that he divvied his attentions across the landscape. There was no certain element to his plans; it all just seemed to dump out like so much garbage. Without any recourse to other actions, he lowered his gaze long enough to allow the landscape to seep into him somewhat, and this all took place upon the hill. The skateboard, cracked, allowed for the most liberal interpretation of its gang, who had all fled the scene upon gazing upon Jonathan. He was something of a homonculus, something neither machine nor human but cobbled together like the barest confines of a dragster house. He slopped along as the spell decomposed him, shooting off platitudes at one moment to the next and it wasn't without a lick of surprise that the cops wrangled him up and put a stop to his laser gaze. This required the use of an old van filled with beer that paraded itself magnificently across the landscape just as Barry and Bob locked eyes on each other. It was a split second, and then they were running. The van toppled them over in a moment of cunning ecstasy and it was not without a note of scorn that these gentlemen were run over, witnesses to phenomena that they couldn't quite wrap their goods around. The blistering fog lay claim to a swath of road, tracks beuried deep in its history, a favorite hangout of the meek and miserable hoping to find blazing new horizons elsewhere. The land seemed to soak up the deaths of Barry and Bob, transforming their agony into something that wasn't exactly up the alley of the gods of the river. It reversed its course, this homonculus of a situation, causing mad ruckus where none was meant to be found, digging in like trhe tracks of so many rickshaws, carrying the loads of the burdened peoples ever far into the great expanse. And boy, did the sun seem to cling to its last little twilight at this time, stirring the lake to release a belch that seemed to lay claim to the landscape at their feet. Austin picked up the board and starting to strum it like a plectrum, divided his efforts into recovery of the situation, something viewed in retrospect but with a firm framework in place. The names of the residents of house 1161 Vine would later make a film out of the general idea of the situation upon the hills, laying the cobbles and the foundational steps into a rictus of their soon-to-be whirlwind pic. The commentary on this one would disarm even the most tightly coddled babe, an evenement that would be bickered over across brimming mugs of ale, a warm suffusion limpid in the coldness of their gaze.

The descent occured when there was little timeleft to do anything. They had a clear view of the lake, and after certain deonstrations, jumped back into the car to determine what to do next. It was a hybrid and the dash lit up like a dream while the key flipped its nature on its head. The engine growled to life, exerting its weight on the environment, causingt the car to bob ever so slightly, and it was thrilling when his automatic step pushed them into the next farm. Alexander was sitting in the passenger's seat tyoing with one of those interlocking puzzles and it was a long way to their next destination, so he would have ample time to filter through all the possible combinations and iterations. The road narrowed to a slip at high velocities, making the world around them spin like a tornado. There would be many potholes in the road ahead, aftereffects of the earthquake which stretched its tentacle-like arms over the landscape. It was like a tableau of a paysan shifting in the great unknown, the dim sky castin a skeletal hue over the  whole world. And the whole thing was run up like a tornado, bending the tableau into the bow's fine arc, a stab of lightning enacting all the greatest terrors that could be culled from the mother of all things. The road kicked up a little dust even though it was made of concrete. It was as if Rome itself had sway over the modern language, swinging the road through time as though dangling a carrot before the wide eyes of the car-bound furor. The window slid open at the flick of a switch, offering the Nebraskan landscape to them as though they could stick their arms through the eye of the tornado and it was a pleasant journey through all the ramifications of time, a spidery glint on the fetooned radio antenna.

The sounds of the radio just filtered through their craniums as the city peeled into view, its finest offerings toppling and smashing each other in a fierce competition mirrored by the stock market investigations seething throughout the city, maneuvering like a dark lightning that the car=bound had stolen from the sky. The steady hum of the engine kept them entertained as they gaily jostled for position in their new womb, and it was the lights that came to mind, all of history's endless lights, supported by the immeubles which held the kerosene before it drained out through the streets into the sewer, an oily river that blackened the city's heel. A raccoon ducked into the grates, while its brethren were throwing a downright party in the deeps, channeling whatever magic current illuminated these nocturnal soirees in their baccahnal dance. The car could be like the racoons if it really tried, a splashy hodge-podge orf colors that seemed to bend in and out of camouflaged desert wind, a trip through the toxic city that led to the inevitable high on the other end. The laser-like contraption could be viewed from the descending airplane, something rare in combination with the city that pasted on a coat of arms that couldn't be traced without summoning to minds the devil's glyphs. The city mirrored its written form as the writer in the back seat stuck his arm, pushing apart the  top and bottom of the window, offering his being a refreshing relationship with nature just as the rain started to abate. It was incredible, then, how quickly the retreated in their mum's womb just as the cum abated. The city seemed like it was at the narowest it could be, as the pinged bend brought them under the bridge that seemed to sway like it was ancient, for the guy in the back seat lit up a bowl just as the underground penetrated the environment around them. He felt like he needed another puff as the tunnel coughed them out and they were sheltered by another cluster of buildings.

They, after negotiating with countless rows of steel and glass, came to the person's house they were trying to see. There was a blue and white spray to the house that conjured up images of castles sunken into chary declivities. The scree surrounding the place was a warm arrangement, pleasing to the eye and made for times eating cereal over family tables, a shot of wisdom from the sixties that left the eyes begging for more, something that they could align with something else, begging for change, needing some kind of pattern. This section of the city saw rows of residential garden-like gates, a view from square windows that allwoed nature some room to contend. A man stole a glimpse out of his window just as Alexander, Jamie, and Lucas went through the motinos of keeping track of how they walked on Orangutan City as it was named by the cobweb-farmers. Their clop resembled the clock-like mechanisms of the horses they saw reflected in the oil lamps that lined the street of this special occasion, the New Year's party. And it would be thrown in mad style by the mad residents of 6182 Cour Street. The hedge was something that gave them great pleasure when they were high, and they clandestinely passed a bowl as they passed through like a sieve imparting the blood of Christ. The city was a confusing idea while they were high, but it was a confusing idea in the first place and when they arrived at their friend's place they were ready to cease doing drugs for the evening. The gate clanged behind them as their footsteps picked up their momentum and left their bipedal formes on the tracing of the city, a metaphor that relived other bygone eras as they narrowed in on the door that sat snugly to the right. It felt good to be in Ghigagg aka Orangutan City. The door seemed to have a faint outline of light that seemed like it was abnormal, but that went away in just a moment. They rang the resident Mike and he buzzed them back in, a brief wonder of technology that sent them both of good places and then jacked them back down, sitting in the dark with so many of the masters of history cackling behind their backs. But this was America and the inertia wouldn't let you run out of steam, something like an idea of coal that got soaked in the water by friends looking to create their own kind of steam. And all of this in about five seconds before they entered the physics laboratory where all the metaphors  spilled their guts at the crazy precipice of friendship and it was but a few flights of stairs before the night came to be whole. The friends were re-united under the pallor of new clouds and it was a refreshing breath of fresh air that the door had stolen from them, but this other granted in turn. The doors, were, after all, the greatest community that any L-head could appreciate from miles away.


The floor beneath them opened up wide to greet their muddy flops and it wasn't long before they were able to settle in the comfy furniture. A class television culted a couple of Seinfeld jigs before allowing for the night to settle down a though the apartment was in a snowglobe but its residents weren't. They sat aloof and unresponsive as the apartment flipped around in multiple angles, something like the headstand joke on Seinfeld and they all laughed at something different. The room seemed to have a supernatural hue about it that granted all sorts of fresh perspectives of the Seinfeld program, but one stray loser, Sam, drank on the floor as many beers as he could manage. The wood was like a blast from the past to this guy, who whenever he was riding an elevator, felt like the old cable was going to snap and other paranoias leading to a little less painful way to die than a fire. With as much as he knew about death. The couch was a marvel of human manufacturing, beckoning them further into the records of the Seinfeld going on as the actors did their own respective gaits. It would be a long time before they would get together again.

The gentlemen decided that they were going to go out on a date. It took several moments of summoning their courage before they hoisted their butts to the sky, hoping for a nice demeanor to coast after the fact all over them. The process of getting to the door left some confusing memories in their consciousness, fecund with the day's rain and uncertain like a couple of grasshoppers at prayers. They were heading down the staircase when they fidcovered a little hole in the wall shading a couple of lighters and they wondered at what the origin might be before continuing to warp their bodies as if from above, down the stairs and ready to embrace the eventual stark and discrete, distinct mumblings as though they emerged from the alley gate, and the courtyard was in fact an alley. The street saw a couple of moping cars blink a couple of times, promoting their worries to some constant high-octane shit that left them bleeding at the margins, inserting a couple of straws into the energy drinks that would last them the day. The building to the right after they forked a right was glaring down on them as if observing fatefully the cosmos from a vantage point that left them utterly bewildered and it was with a couple of the porch lights that the house, squat on its bird-like nest, a gaze that melted the terrain like a man new to zoning, a solid sentry that bent metal into wood and left a lasting impression for the entire day like an obsessive-compulsive memory. They wanted to go over to the lake where they would have their gay orgy. It was a simple strip with their bodies bending like pancakes toward their slippery tongues, a service amongst themselves that dictated no thought but remained limpid in its all-embracing love of the landscape, with to complete it a painter on the other side of the lake inserting his little daubs of paint that would become a finite document of this obscenely gay love affair. The clothes sucked in their air before dropping to their mother, honing in on feelings that would be developed on both sides of the lake, a gay cloud that left some speculating that there was no lake at all, only their feelings about it that twirled in a great shifting mass, taking over their minds while having no thoughts at all, a great heaving chaotic mess that summoned them all to engage in whatever they could dream up and the clouds smashed together granting a small festoon of interest, a thunderous roll that sent sparks from their heart as soon as they let their tongues rest after an exploratory afternoon.

The waves lapped up on shore like a couple of stray punches, receding into the protective position of so much boxing, and the light gently bobbed on their souls, the gay orgy having taken a break but the painter continuing his work ardently, and the clothes continued to breathe in the air, a gesture that attracted all the people there, manifesting itself to the painter as a spray of salt water, a fantastic smell that instated good feelings and left the reckoning of what they were doing in actuality a question for another day. The mist spunlike a washingmachine leaving little trace of what they would call a subtle beauty of landscape, and they left their breath on their glasses, merging with the mouth of the mist which fornicated so much like its younger brother the stream and they could feel the air enter them as though their lungs were going to take over their entire body like an autopilot that wouldn't ever threaten its participants. The automatic motion felt uncomfortable (of their lungs) and they sat for a moment splayed out on the ground, feeling the sun's heat rise from the ground while blasting their forms, imagining themselves portrayed by the phantom of a painter whole left but a couple moments ago, now also detecting his breathing as he sat listening to the final moments of a song on the radio for it was only a 5-minute jaunt to his house from the lake, one of the sole inhabitants of the region.

The clothes seemed to vibrate as they took them upon themselves like shifts, determining what remained of the day to be something at their backs. The love felt now like a statue, something vaguely tantalizing but able to mark their minds with a certain assurance, for they were the lever to its pulley and there was nothing stopping them. The lake sighed and the waves were what melded with the consciousness of the party, a meta-love-affair that left all bleeding for the world yet largely put together, an effort that left them receding in and out of the lake's consciousness before it settled back into its permanent pattern. The sun maintained a coy gaze that left the mist at a fine trot, receding into oblivion just as the lake did, ensuring a fine day where the elements all mingled and there was a general blandness now to the environment that left them craving something new, another sight to add, ambivalent but happy about what they saw, craving more direct pleasures and sorting new fun into new channels. The path left their spirits heavy and they continued into the bulk of the unknown with multiplied interpretations gnawing at them from the long-necked plants.

Les aubepines bent their necks against the wind, hoping for a new trial that might set them free plastered against the wind, and it didn't take long for their return to center, after which they shined in resplendence like their overlord in the sky, arriving at the point of no return just as the wind picked up again and they continued lolling, continued their dance for what seemed like an eternity. The blue shined all over and it was like a new sun had been scooped onto the old one, measuring its luck against a thimbleful of milk from the Big Dipper. The green was mesmerizing, and when Achilles dipped down to sever the stalk, he caught the most pleasnt of odors wafing at him from afar, a woodfire assault that opened his nostrils wide and let him feel the heart of the forest as though he were blending in like a chameleon. The trees whispered to one another, little flecks on the horizon as he observed his distant cousins, and it was round many a bend in the river that Erosion sat with the whetstone, inviting Achilles in for a bite to eat before he, Achilles, performed certain monumental tasks. The sun was occluded by a couple of clouds and he could almost feel the cool of the river dive through his pores, and combined with the myriad scents he was perceiving, made the forest into a holy temple that dripped with the very effusive power of nature, a thicket away from the scariest night he'd ever spent, animals all around and uncertainty affording its taxing weight from the boroughs of history. There was little time to set up his hatchet before narrowing in on the anthropologists' dance, their spirits singing to him in a dull whimper compared to their face-to-face experience, something that felt as virile as the heightened heart of the jungle, Achilles. Il etait sur le monde que les aubepines se relever les autre connivances, triggering a vive majeur that left certaine aspects of the janot beyond the repairs of the beating chambre de la coeur. Les interesses piled up in wanton fashion, forming an excresence that tilted this way and that, mis-aligning les soulevers, le tissues de bois comme un arbre de la tenebre. Les chaussures sont plein de l'eau as they navigated around the astral plane, moving their masks this way and that. These were the gods that had overseen the orgy and their corps were made up with eau, something that made their dance seem all the more alluring. Achilles aimed to sever their heads or scalp them if he could and it was not far away at this point, the plant in his pack to mark the ground where the orgy took place to erase it from modern memory, the home of the righteous beings who protected the forest, the gods, those who wear masks, the dancing elite. They stood over the roaring fire watching as the elements bent and swayed, uniting themselves in a dance so far below their masters that the pretensions of the Hunter Achilles could not bend to wither the composites away.

As he approached they let out a shriek that shook the tops of the branches, bringing leaves falling down on them like a pile in autumn, only these were so brightly green you could even call them bioluminsescent. Like the thermal vents in the sea floor, the gods attempted to evaporate into their true nature, something akin to a bilious fog. Their moisture brought them to stick together like so much molasses finding le vent dribbling down Achilles' throught like a weapon prepared to yell and he certified true death to them all befor ehe went through swinging, but only chopped at the fog, breaking it up as it oozily re-assembled and rise like so much of the smoke now hissing from the very presence of the gods. La verite, as one put it, was left twisting its way like a braid of hair, something Achilles had done to his hair before, but without the solemn ritual he now exuded now, now that his mission had failed. The dirt on his face took turns with his pores emitting a smell like chlorine, and his pheromones were pumping hard, something akin to the stench of the gods for any who could lay their eyes on them. It was a rare phenomenon to see them, and he did capture a couple of good shots of their soot black forms, pasted on the sky like so many vines, all leaving to somewhere they couldn't guess where just to evade Achilles. Les coeurs eclabousse sur les sang, making un chanson out of the ondulous fog, a covering that spent its last days making faires out of the ghost of Achilles, something that could be spotted only on the astral plane. The gods ran into their master but a moment before they fully manifested themselves.

"The forest is summarily dying in your wake, but the blood is still pumping over in Athens. I consider this an A-plus moment for team Barak."
A rail-thin depositer of truths left his name out in the forest, something that the animals were now calling each other, and it was he who responded:
"Barak is never without recourse. We see our end but there wi;ll be contingencies that can extricate us from our inevitable longing for life. Some courses of action would be unadvisable."
Another: "Perhaps the time has come for us to meld back into the forest. 'Cause it's as if the Greeks can cut down every single tree in their attempts to purify their minds. They too seek to become the forest, but it is done with other methods, something that the Trojans have shut away in their most feared and hated tomes."
"""We'll have to check in on him soon, for his forces will be amassing near the great crack in the earth before we will be able to travel there. Athens is a ruin, something approaching a stain on the earth, and there are few options that would lend credence to Credan's liberal suggestions, as he's been suggesting them for over a month. Travel to the other earthquake would lead only to noise.

Achilles smeared some paint on his face before entertaining slaughter again only as he was calming down. The sky hovered above the landscape like a blister, owing to its nasty nature as something divvied up in small segments. The sun pierced it like a alyer of gauze, delicately draped over the evening curtains, a playbill left in some sewer grate like something to be divested. Tabemono lay scattered across the tables, lined up ue tsukue as they randomly determined what the foods were going to be. This group of teachers didn't know up from down and freely associated a random network of neurons just to deliver the latest batch into the cells that left them throwing up their arms in wild, manic fury. Les radeaux lined themselves up like the tables, aligning the light ever just so with the shadow skipping across their facades in wild spry. LIke a deer they entertained notions of digging in right away but contemplated the notions before breaking into the proper packs. It was not without a touch of certitude that they lay the jambon and fromage on the dootstep, waiting for ding-dong ditches to snap up what was more rightfully theirs. This all took place with a bird circling overhead, a oiseau that held its crest above the rest with a certain attitude of resignation that tempted even the finest bees to ditch their cravings and inner workings, a game set up by Le Jeu that inflected all the trajectories with a fine element of the bizarre, an order that kept circling around itself mirroring the bird in the sky. There was little to be done on the jaunt there, so he whipped out his headphones to can the latest tunes and it was not without a stroke of luck that he patterned himself after the road, collapsing into the arranagement as though a fountain had erupted from the onsen that guarded the hilt of the Chamber of Secrets. It was Achilles' job to find the sword and it was far from an epee that left its marking on the latter mur, something slurred together from a slurry of components, leaving them flabberghasted as to the great awakening which had secured its foothold in the makings of the landscape that stood, dangling and precarious, before them. It was like they walked in through the water only to hydroplane through the sword's crossguard to the next location with a merry blending of elements that seemed to relate their contents only with a sly flourish that underscored the very notions they held dear.

Retrieving it from the earth, Achilles essuye le sueur from his surname's visage, something written on the crossguard from ages ago, a creation of one of the finest blacksmiths in the land. It took him a while to kanji the remaining dtritus, cleaning it up with just a wave of his hand, the arbres taking shape in their hanging lanterns, designating to the surroundings of a certain joy that permeated everything like a fiery tree, a sign of speculation that ordained finer times to come. It was this aki thta held him fast, bearing against his weight as he shuffled it through the jungle like a man trying to impress his lady. The wind whistled with a certain ecstasy as he bore down on his target but, without any energy remaining to the spot to be siphoned up from the derricks that had solidifed the empire of Greece. His heart was ever in the nest of Greece, a hideaway lee tucked into the faintest niches of the forest, something with hearts streaming forth like boiled blood, a veritable family of pater. The land around it, the forest, was laden with deserted suns and left to the finest crust of earth with as much clay as would make for a fine mask to smear upon his cheeks, lines that circumscribed his jaw with as much potency as could be stuffed in a peace pipe. His cry to the wildernes occured in such a manner as to obscure the entire forest from its elements, superceding the canopy and swallowing up the sun as much as Icarus could take, seeing the cup-shaped reflection of the blazing orb on the water, seeming to hover in indistinct mockery of him as his form changed like the dropping of a hat. The Gods whom he hated had arranged a bloodfeud with the Fury that had guided him with voices up to this point, and he laid the talcum that hid his gun on the back of his neck, swatting away his mosquitoes like a giant net that enveloped the whole forest, so much was his stature over the delicate beings splayed at his feet. It didn't take many steps to have chanced upon an altar that was tattooed with the blood of a sacrifice laid upon it not an hour ago. The cicadas sang its deceasing, raising their frequency as the blood wafted up from the depths of a location no one could even begin to speculate about. The exaggerations that would be slapped on his back like the undoing of so many mosquitoes elevated him to the level of Hercules. Their labors divided Atlas from his world of games and reminded him that his job would inevitably crush him, sucking the blood straight out of his neck like a Dracula-gone-mad figure. The little bump that would herald his return to the font remained enveigled in his niche, reminding him of the nature of blood. He too felt the blue infuse his lungs as he trod the well-known path to redemption, which hovered in front of him as though to treat him like a horse.

He came to a meadow that had the brightest green grass he had ever seen. The kusa seemed to waft in his direction from the other side of the deteriorated fence, something set up about fifty years ago and now facing its imminent decay in the Forest of the Mind. Its connections were so far-fetched that no one even knew how to address its sunned aridness, not to mention the thread of Ariadne that left dried, chafed-up skin as a remnant of the Spider God whose course through the jungle left silken whispers filtering their way through the branches, overwhelming even the creatures with the most bravado as had been seen this side of the world over. The satellites left their images fused into the corset of ropen aridness that constituted the ground, something well-done slapped on a plat assiette made of cuivre. The bugs swarmed around certain of the nodes that left the blood oozing into the derricks from a dowsing rod's ways away, and it was certainly this that attracted the small animals like the rats to do their bidding after the corpses had been stolen by the chimpanzees. The stalks seemed to caress each others backs like ants at the service to their queen, slugging it out with the chance of meatballs to be settled chunk-dust into their offical slots. The jungle continued cackling away as it vomited streams this way and that, and while the dances with death considered their camraderie, the satellites spoke to each other in arcane whispers that scuttled along the ocean floor to depths unheard of by the Shinkansen's divers.